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PREFACE. 



•*^*' 



THEY were living to themselves : self, with its 
hopes, and promises, and dreams, still had 
hold of them ; but the Lord began to fulfil their 
prayers. They had asked for contrition, and he sent 
them sorrow; they had asked for purity, and He 
sent them thrilling anguish ; they had asked to be 
meek, and He had broken their hearts ; they had 
asked to be dead to the world, and He slew all their 
living hopes ; they had asked to be made like unto 
Him, and He placed them in the furnace, sitting by 
"as a refiner of silver," till they should reflect His 
image ; they had asked to lay hold of His cross, 
and when He had reached it to them, it lacerated 
their hands. They had asked they knew not what, 
nor how ; but He had taken them at their word, and 
granted them all their petitions. They were hardly 
willing to follow on so far, or to draw so nigh to Him. 
They had upon them an awe and fear, as Jacob at 
Bethel, or Eliphaz in the night visions, or as the 
Apostles when they thought they had seen a st^kvt^ 
and knew not that it was ]esus. TVvev con^X^ •^i^.^^sx'^i^x. 
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pray Him to depart from them, or to hide his awful- 
ness. They found it easier to obey than to suffer — 
to do than to give up — to bear the cross than to 
hang upon it : but they cannot go back, for they have 
come too near the unseen cross, and its virtues have 
pierced too deeply within them. He is fulfilling to 
them his promise, "And I, if I be lifted up, will draw 
all men unto me." 

" But now, at last, their turn is come. Before, they 
had only heard of the mystery, but now they feel it. 
He has fastened on them His look of love, as He did 
on Mary and Peter, and they cannot but choose to 
follow. Little by little, from time to time, by flitting 
gleams the mystery of His cross shines upon them. 
They behold Him lifted up — they gaze on the glory 
which rays forth from the wounds of His holy pas- 
sion; and as they gaze, they advance, and are 
changed into His likeness, and His name shines out 
through them, for he dwells in them. They live alone 
with Him above, in unspeakable fellowship ; willing 
to lack what others own, and to be unlike all, so 
that they are only like Him. 

" Such are they in all ages who follow the Lamb 
whithersoever He goeth. Had they chosen for them- 
selves, or their friends chosen for them, they would 
have chosen otherwise. They would have been 
brighter here, but less glorious in His kingdom. 
They would have had Lofs portion, not Abraham's. 
If they had halted anywhere — if He had taken off 



Preface. vii 

His hand, and let them stray back — what would 
they not have lost ? What forfeits in the morning of 
the resurrection ? But He stayed them up, even 
against themselves. Many a time their foot had 
well-nigh slipped ; but He, in mercy, held them up ; 
now, even in this life, they know all he did was done 
well. It was good for them to suffer hcrcy for they 
shall reign hereafter — to bear the cross below, for 
they shall wear the crown ^^^z;^ .• and that not their 
will but His was done on them." 
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AUNT JANE'S HERO. 



CHAPTER I. 

" \'\/ELL, Horace!" 

VV "Well, Aunt Jane!" 

" I thought you were dead and buried 1 '* 

" And I hoped you were ! " 

" On the whole, I am glad you are alive and well, 
for I am finishing off a piece of work in the greatest 
haste possible, and want somebody to thread my 
needles." 

" I sha*n*t thread a single one ; I want you to 
talk, and you can*t talk when you are at work. 
Besides, I came to get rested, and it tires me to see 
you sewing. Why will women always persist in 
going about armed with work-baskets ? " 

"Why will men persist in wearing out their 
clothes } Come, take this seat, and give an account 
of yourself." 

The speakers were a little old lady, with bright eyes, 
and a tall young man, with a pair of good-humoured 
blue ones. She was not reaWy Vv\s ;x.wtv\.>\i>\\. <^x^'i ^^ 
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intimate friend, who chose to be called " Aunt Jane," 
and so Aunt Jane she was. 

Horace seated himself, and neither spoke for 
several minutes. At last he said : 

" Upon my word, you are treating me very shab- 
bily, Aunt Jane. I have come all the way up here 
in this terrible storm to hear you talk, and there you 
sit, as silent as the grave." 

" I really think that among all the people I know 
you are the greatest hypocrite," was the reply. 
"You came because you knew that you should 
probably find me at home this stormy night, and 
should get a good chance to talk yourself." 

Horace laughed. 

"Very well. Since you have the faculty of read- 
ing a man's motives, suppose you go on and read out 
my thoughts for me. What did I come to say } " 

"Something ridiculous, no doubt, or you would 
have unburdened yourself sooner." 

" You are too bad. Aunt Jane. If I had not given 
my solemn promise to tell you all about it, I would 
not utter another word. However, to be out with it 
once for all— I'm in love ! " 

" Pshaw ; you know better." 

"Indeed, I did not do it on purpose," pursued 
the young man, " But I met with such a glorious 
creature " 

" I hate glorious creatures ! " 

"But I admire them. Just let me tell you ^\ 
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" First of all tell me one thing. Is this glorious 
creature in love with you ? " 

" Why no, not exactly. That is to say I've never 
asked her. But she treats me with great consider- 
ation." 

" I should hope so." 

" Aunt Jane, if you hadn't such a knack at making 
a fellow love and admire you, I should almost hate 
you." 

" I thought glorious creatures were your ideal, and 
I am not glorious, by any means. My dear boy, if I 
supposed you were really in earnest in this thing, 
that your heart was really touched by it, I could 
beconie tender and motherly in an instant. You 
know that." 

" Yes, I do," he said, catching warmly in both his 
the hand she held out to him. " Well, I am in 
earnest ; I am fairly caught at last." 

" I am very sorry to hear it," she said, seriously. 
"For of course you cannot afford to marry this 
young lady." 

" No, nor any young lady," he returned, gloomily. 

" Don't be vexed with me if I deny that. It is 
true that you cannot afford to take a glorious crea- 
ture to wife; but why not content yourself with one 
that isn't glorious : a dear little bit of flesh and 
blood, who would not be above keeping your 
accounts, mending your stockings and the like ? You 
needn't shake your head," 



4 Aunt Janets Hero* 

" I am not shaking it. But you seem to have 
forgotten that our last quarrel was on this very point. 
You upbraided me for not marrying, and I told you 
I couldn't afford it." 

" Our last quarrel/* she said, musingly — " v\reVe 
had so many that I really don't remember where it 
ranks. But I should have said that our last little 
tiff* was on the subject of cigars." 

"They came in for their share of abuse, as they 
always do," he returned. 

" Well, to go back to your new. flame " 

" My first flame, you mean." 

** I mean just what I say. Who talked to me of 
Anna Perrit by the hour together } Who " 

"That was the merest fancy. Of course, I don't 
deny my fancies. All young men have them." 

" And who carried a photograph of Grace Harrod 
in his pocket for six months ; a stolen one at that ? " 

" It was a mean thing to rob your album, Aunt 
Jane, but she was such a pretty creature, and '* 

" And such a flirt ; yes, I remember ; and then 
there was that affair with Juliet Moore — : — " 

" Really, Aunt Jane, you have the most inconve- 
nient memory ! " cried Horace, moving uncomfortably 
in his chair. "To hear you talk, one would fancy me 
a most fickle as well as a most susceptible youth. 
What is a man to do.^ Is he to associate with old 
ladies only? I don't know a fellow who gallants girls 
about as little as I do. But if you had no home but 
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a boarding-house, and were welcomed by half a dozen 
pleasant families, I have no doubt you would spend 
some of your evenings in a little harmless chat with 
the young ladies there." 

" If you would once come out, fair and square, and 
own that you are a regular flirt, quite as accom* 
plished in that line as any girl of our acquaintance, I 
could get on with you. But you beat about the bush, 
and skulk behind trees, so that one never gets a fair 
shot at you/' 

** I don't know about the fair shots,*but I do know 
JVe received a good many unfair ones. As to your- 
self, you never lose a chance. I am sorry that I have 
owned up about Miss '* 

''Well, Miss who?" 

" I can't tell her name." 

** Then, you'll break your solemn promise. But 
that won't surprise me.'* 

** You'll only laugh at me when I tell you who it is. 
Do you know Mr. Fitzsimmons, of the Fifth Avenue?" 

" Now, Horace Wheeler, you don't pretend to say 
that you are carried away with that hollow, heartless 
creature ! " 

" With Mr. Fitzsimmons ? No, not exactly." 

''Don't joke about so serious a matter. So, it is 
Miss Shoddy, after all, to whom you have given your 
heart!" 

" I wish I hated you, Aunt Jane I I c^xcv^ V.^ ^^ 
a motherly word of counsel, or oi! s7rcv^^>JK^ ^X^'^^'* 
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and you do nothing but mock me. Good-night ; 
I'm off/' 

"You dear, foolish boy, you shall do no such 
thing ! " she cried. " You hav'n't in all the world a 
better friend than I am. I love you as if you were 
my own, my very own son. Sit down and let us talk 
this over." 

Yes, she did love him, and he knew it. She had 
befriended him when he came to this great city years 
before ; had opened her home and heart to him ; had 
scolded, petted* laughed at, borne with him as no one 
else had done since his mother, her dearest friend, 
had left him alone in the world. And though, in 
some moods, she provoked him, and hunted all his 
little bad habits unto death, he loved her with almost 
filial affection. 

" You women are all alike," he said, subsiding into 
his seat again. "You banter, and hector, and badger 
us till we are angry with you, and then you magically 
entice us back into your hearts. I don't know how 
you do it ; I wish I did." 

" I can tell you how we do it," she said earnestly. 
" It is by being gc.iuine. There is no art or trickery 
in a true woman. She will not flatter, she will not 
stoop to humour pet vices, but fighting and conquering 
them, she will give her whole loving heart to him she 
has thus blessed." 
Horace looked into the face now full of expression 
and of feeling, with almost boy isVv adm\x^X!\o\x. 

4^ 
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*' If you always looked and talked as you do now," 
he said, " you would spoil me for the ordinary run of 
girls. I should form a new ideal, and marry not till 
I found her." 

" You would get tired of me if I were always on 
stilts," she said, smilingly. " Why should not a 
woman be like nature, sometimes spring, sometimes 
autumn ; now summer, now winter.^ But, Horace, I 
must once more repeat, at the risk of offending and 
repelling you, that you are on the wrong track. You 
are trying to live in the world, mingling in all its 
gaieties and follies, and expecting a great deal from 
it, but doing nothing to make it wiser or better. You 
have worked your way into what you call good 
society, but that has made a great gulf between your- 
self and Christian society. Now, just answer this 
one question ; How many really warm friends have 
you in this city t " 

" Why, as to that, I do not know that 1 have any. 
But the people with whom I associate are well bred, 
agreeable, and refined. And really. Aunt Jane, you 
can't expect a young man, situated as I am, to be as 
strict as you are. I think one can be good without 
turning one's back upon the world." 

" May I ask you one more question, Horace } Are 
you living a life of prayer amid all the distractions of 
the times } " 

" That is a question you have no right to ask " Vvo. 
said^ zdiouvlng. 
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" Perhaps it is," she said, gently. " There was a 
time in my history when I should have resented such 
a question ; yet it was a time when it would have 
been well for my soul had some loving voice asked it. 
The thought of your throwing yourself away on a 
mere worldly, fashionable young lady, you who are 
so formed for a sweet Christian home, makes me 
shudder." 

"I can*t imagine how you keep up your interest in 
me, while we diflfer so on what you consider vital 
points." 

" I will tell you," she said. " Had my boy lived he 
would be just your age, and I have associated you 
with his memory. And just as my prayers would 
have pulled him out of a dangerous path, so I believe 
they will pull you." 

*' It must be comfortable to have such faith in one*s 
own prayers," he said, thoughtlessly. 

Her eyes filled with tears. 
• ** It is not faith in my prayers, but faith in Him 
who dictates them," she said. " Dear Horace, don't 
stay away so long again ; bear with my little sermons 
for the sake of my love to you." 

" I will," he said ; ** but you will never make me 
feel as you do." 



CHAPTER II. 

HORACE WHEELER was a young man of 
fair abilities and some culture. He was hand- 
some and quick-witted, and wide-awake ; a favourite 
everywhere, because of his unfailing good humour 
and the comfortable sense of his own powers of 
pleasing, which made him self-pos5essed and easy 
under all circumstances. He was not more sus- 
ceptible than the ordinary run of men of his age, 
but still contrived to have always on hand some- 
thing bordering on a love affain In fact, "the 
girls" did all they could to spoil him, and he would 
have been spoiled but for Aunt Jane, who kept a 
sharp eye upon him, and often painted his portrait 
for him in anything but flattering colours. And 
now Georgiana Fitzsimmons had him in tow, and 
was sailing off with him, as well as with half a 
dozen other bewildered victims. He admired her 
royal beauty, her style, her faultless mode of dress, 
and it was a luxury to spend an evening with her 
in the richly furnished parlours which offered such a 
contrast to his own quarters. She played and sang 
well, and was never at a loss for something to say. 
It did not occur to him ttvat \K\^ ^t^^^'s*^ ^^^ ^ 
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small talk was very small indeed, nor did it once 
strike him that her papa and mamma, whose house 
this was, did not dare to show their plebeian faces 
in their own parlours. Miss Georgiana's idea of a 
father was of a man who spent his life in making 
money for her to spend — of a mother, as a woman 
who looked after the servants, ordered good dinners, 
and kept out of her way on all desirable occasions. 
To be sure, papa Fitzsimmons sometimes grumbled 
at the way in which money went, and declared 
that he was a poor man, and mamma Fitzsimmons 
often wept, maintaining that nobody had such un- 
grateful children as hers. But these little speeches 
rippled lightly over their gay daughter's heart, 
allowing that she had one, and never, for one 
moment, disturbed her peace of mind. She found 
it quite agreeable to have lovers; it was out of the 
question to go into society with such a figure of a 
man as papa, who, as she often assured him, only 
knew enough to sell calico, and it was convenient 
to have fine-looking young men like Horace Wheeler 
attend her when she went out. And it is amazing 
how, under a guise of sweet simplicity and uncon- 
sciousness, some girls can conceal an artifice that 
would do credit to a veteran. Each of the young 
men in her train fancied himself the favoured one. 
If one of these poor wretches gave signs of escaping 
her clutches, as they sometimes did (for she took a 
cat-like pleasure in letting her m\c^ xww for the fun 
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of catching them again), she had a sweet word, a 
captivating smile equal to the emergency. She 
meant to get married to somebody, but not now; 
she wanted to have what she called "a good time" 
with a dozen or two young men first; meaning by a 
good time, though she never quite owned that to 
herself, the being a little in love with each and all 
in turn, and having them each and all in love 
with her. And when they severally reached that 
point they ceased to interest her, and she turned 
to new ones. And this was the "glorious creature" 
who had caught Horace; she had let him run three 
or four times, overtaken and patted and bewildered 
and made him her captive again, and was finding this 
a pastime of peculiar pleasure. 

" How long it is since you were here!" with a re- 
proachful, charming look. " I began to think you 
were getting tired of me!" 

Or, " I saw you at the last rehearsal, and you never 
gave me so much as a glance." 

"Ah, you saw me, then!" with a gratified throb of 
the real heart he kept under his waistcoat. ** How 
very strange! for I kept behind a pillar all the even- 
ing. I had the blues, and did not want to be seen." 

"Really? But you should always come to me 
when you are low-spirited. I feel so much for my 
friends, and you are such an old friend!" 

And this old friend of six months would have liked 
to prove to her, on the spot, viVvaX ^ Vu^tA V^ ^^^^ 
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But there was Joe Fisher watching them both, tiy ing 
to carry on an animated conversation with the lady on 
his arm, yet to hear every word spoken by these twain. 

He must bide his time, but he was making up his 
mind that in spite of Aunt Jane, he must, at least, 
become engaged to his heroine. They were both 
young, and need not think of marriage yet. Will 
Jones had confidentially revealed to him- that the 
three years of his own engagement had been de- 
lightful ones, and that Adela, his wife, was not half 
so nice now that they had settled down together. 

** She used to say,** moaned Will, " that she adored 
the smell of a cigar, and now she says it makes her 
sick. And she often spoke of my auburn hair as so 
much to her taste, but now she calls it red." 

'*And no wonder," thought Horace, and hugged 
himself for joy that his Georgiana was one of the 
sort to wear well ; as unlike Mrs. Jones as possible. 
He neglected iall his friends now; some wondered 
what had become of him, some secretly smiled at 
his infatuation; one almost rejoiced in it; Aunt 
Jane knew just how the whole thing would end, and 
felt that it would not hurt him to have a little of the 
wind taken out of his sails. He bad assumed the 
attitude of a man who had only to choose what 
flower to pick, and this not merely because he was 
so steeped in natural self-conceit, but from the fact 
that he had been flattered and caressed into it. And 

is conceit was not becoming to him in her ^y^^* 
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Horace had never laid anything but flowers on the 
shrine of his beloved, but he now thought it time to 
ofier her some gift that should at once prove his 
admiration and his refined, cultivated taste. What 
should it be ? He tried to lie awake at nights to think ' 
about it, but unfortunately his perfect health forbade 
that, and he never knew what happened after he laid 
his head on his pillow until he awoke next morning. 
At last he bethought him of a ring of some value, 
that had been his mother's. He could put this ring 
upon her finger, and at the same time whisper some 
words that would reveal that to one human being 
only could he entrust this sacred relic. Georgiana 
would shed tears, half accept and half refuse it; he 
should then in this tender moment speak of his hope« 
less love — hopeless, because of his poverty and her 
position, and she would throw herself into his arms, 
declaring that a cottage with him, &c., &c. 

He went over this little programme a good many 
times before there was the least chance of carrying 
it out. Georgiana was so sweetly unconscious 
that he was dying for a chance to see her alone ; 
she knew so little what she was in herself and what 
she was to him, and let such very inferior young 
men hang around her. 

This unconscious creature was really communing 
with herself after this wise. 

"I may as well let him propose; he comes so 
often now that people are begvvitv\w« \.o \.*;iX)»«.v K^^ 
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all the rest are hanging back, thinking I like him. 
And of course I do like him. He's so handsome, 
and dotes on me so; but then, I've always let him 
see that I did not care particularly for him, at least 
he might see it if he would, but men are so con- 
ceited." 

And so it happened, one evening, that on being 
ushered into the parlour where he had spent so 
many agreeable hours, Horace found Miss Geor- 
giana quite alone, and began to put his little plan 
into execution. He had a sufficiently good opinion 
of himself to be in general quite self-possessed, but 
now that the long-coveted hour had arrived, he felt 
sheepish and wished the thing well over. She sat 
before him provokingly pretty and provokingly cool, 
her hands folded lightly together in her lap, and 
somehow he got possession of one of them, and 
slipped his dead mother's ring upon a finger. 

" What queer, old-fashioned thing have you picked 
up, Mr. Wheeler ? " she asked, gazing at it through 
her eye-glass. " Dear me, I never saw anything so 
very peculiar; indeed, you must not ask me to wear 
it; it would set people talking, you know." . 

"It was my mother's wedding-ring," he stam- 
mered, "and I hoped that for her sake, for my 
sake r" 

She laughed merrily and musically, and knew 
that she did. 
'*But you knovfy Mr; Wheekt, I never saw your 
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mother, and couldn't be expected — really," as the 
poor fellow blundered on, "you surprise me greatly. 
You must see that I am fancy free, that I have no 
preference for any gentleman." 

" But you have looked, you have acted, you have 
said " 

" I hope you do not intend to insintate that I have 
given you any encouragement, Mr. Wheeler." 

"No," he said, a little angrily, for her self-pos- 
session and suavity unnerved him, **I never deal 
in insinuations. What I have to say I^say plainly, 
and in so many words. And I say you have led 
me into this ridiculous, mortifying position by a 
long series of deliberate and heartless acts." 

" I could not have believed you were so uncharit- 
able," she returned, smiling. " It is very disagreeable, 
but I forgive you, and we will be as good friends as 
ever ; shall we not ?" She held out her hand, as she 
spoke, but he did not take it. 

" Heaven have mercy on the man that wins it ! " 
he said, and bowed himself majestically out. 

For once in her life she felt uncomfortable, and 
she had a whole evening in which to face herself; 
for, expecting a long interview with Horace, she 
had given orders that no one else should be ad- 
mitted. 

" I never gave him the least encouragement, not 
the very least," she said to herself, "And how 
could he s\\^^o^(^ that 1 s\vou\di \ocJ«. ^X \oc«v\ K 
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poor lawyer, whose wife would have to sweep her 
own parlours, provided she had any, which I do not 
suppose she would. However, I can't help it if 
men will make fools of themselves. I must tell 
Harriet Foot about it; how she will laugh ! " 

This thought quite restored her spirits; she sent 
a servant to summon Harriet, who lived next door, 
and gave her a magnified picture of the whole 
scene, and the twain made themselves merry over 
the rejected lover, eating chocolate caramels the 
while, in an insatiable way, quite after the manner 
of girls in general. 

Now,, we do not intend to insinuate that all 
young ladies, in what is called "good society," 
are thoughtless and heartless : but that this is a 
hot-bed in which they are likely to thrive. Who 
goes home from a ball, to kneel down and pray to 
God? Who leaves the theatre with new longings 
after eternal life ? Who pretends that going to 
the opera prepares one for hard, self-denying. 
Christian work } 

Would that some eloquent hand could paint the 
contrast between Miss Fitzsimmons and what she 
had refused to give to Horace, and what one ear- 
nest. Christian heart, unseen by all the world, was 
at that moment giving him^! For while the one 
laughed, the other prayed ; and those prayers were 
so many guardian angels that prevented, encom- 
passed-^saved him. 




CHAPTER III. 

HORACE WHEELER had stood up years be- 
fore, in the little village church, and confessed 
Christ before men. He was then not much more than 
a boy, and had very indefinite notions as to what this 
step implied and involved. Indeed, he had been 
urged into it by his mother, whose delicate health 
made it probable that she would not live to see him 
safely through the perils of early youth, and who felt 
that she could die in peace if she could leave him in 
the sheltering bosom of the Church she loved. She 
died soon after he entered college, and so he lost the 
letters that would have counselled and stimulated 
and blessed him. Shall we say he lost her prayers, 
also ? God only knows. His father, a grave, hard, 
good man, prayed for, but rarely wrote to him ; he 
had never had either sister or brother. 

Perhaps, all this made old Mrs. Faulkner peculiarly 
dear to him, when on his establishing himself in this 
great city, she became to him almost a mother. But 
all he knew of religion was what his own meagre ex- 
perience had taught him, and all he knew of young 
women he had learned in society. And he had^ ?.Qk 
far, got wtry Jitt/e comfort out ol e\\)ci^t. ^^^ \\ss^ 

c 
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when he marched smarting atid stinging out of Miss 
Fitzsimmons*s ceiled house, he never once thought o/ 
such a thing as making the pain she had cost him a 
religious discipline; nor did he fly to the genial 
presence of other ladies in the hope of finding solace 
in their society. On the contrary, he fell to general- 
izing in this style : 

" They're all alike, and I knew it, and yet have 
been and made a fool of myself. All they care for or 
think of is dress and show and fashion. There isn't 
enough heart in the whole concern to make one warm, 
manly heart. If you can put diamond rings on their 
fingers, and give them palaces to live in, and let them 
drive about in carriages, they may condescend to let 
you sit at the same table, and escort them whitherso- 
ever they would gcf. But offer them your unknown 
name, and your faithful, honest heart, and they'll laugh 
in your face ! " 

" To think how they'll get their heads together and 
discuss me, and giggle and cackle, as only girls and 
geese can ! I can see that simpering Harriet Foot, 
Georgiana's crony and toady, swallowing the whok 
story, and then running to tell her crony," 

He went back to his room, lighted it, pulled off his 
boots and tossed them spitefully against the wall, 
jerked on his slippers, and flung himself into a chair. 
If he had had a fire to, poke at, that would have been 
oFsome consolation ; he could have knocked the coals 
out of the grate and picked them up >n\\.\\ \ii^ tou^s. 
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and fancied each of them to be Gcorgiana Fitz- 
simmons as he did so. But the room was warmed by 
hot pipes, and offered him no enaployment^ no relief 
to his troubled thoughts. He believed himself to be 
a very wretched, much abused man, mistaking the 
storm of passion that swept across his soul, and the 
bitter mortification under which he suffered, for the 
pangs of a broken, disappointed heart. 

Much abused he certainly was, but not so very 
wretched, for a cigar quite soothed and comforted 
him, and he went to bed in due time, and slept better 
than Georgiana did, after all the sweet things she 
had been eating. 

And while he was dressing he began to congratulate 
himself that he had got off so well, though he still 
twinged at the remembrance of the way in which a 
girl five years younger than himself had shown her 
superiority in worldly wisdom. 

When he reached his office he found a note from 
Aunt Jane awaiting him, in which she asked him to 
drop in "accidentally" that evening. He thought 
he might as well go and get laughed at, and 
have it over with, and sent an amusing reply, in 
which he promised to do all sorts of accidental things, 
adding that Miss Fitzsimmons had given him the 
mitten, and that it was a very warm mitten indeed, 
and that now he should never marry unless Aunt Jane 
herself would take pity on him. 

At eight o'clock he was usheied \tv\,o \\ax V^"^^^^^ 
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domains, and found himself, to his great disgust, at a 
sewing circle. He had got himself up quite nicely, 
considering how wretched he was, and looked very 
handsome and attractive as he made his way through 
a little crowd of girls, busy in dressing dolls. They 
had already dressed thirty-two, who stood in rows on 
the piano, leaning against each other for support, and 
looking like sixteen pair of twins ; and were engaged 
on as many more. Several young men lounged 
about the room, pretending to help, and making all 
sorts of absurd remarks, which the maidens deemed 
very witty. After speaking to Aunt Jane, Horace 
took a seat among the rest, and fell into a bantering 
talk with those near him, while he cynically looked 
at this array of pretty, fresh girls, whom, in his heart, 
he regarded as so many embryo flirts. A little crea- 
ture sat apart from the rest, who, he was sure, had 
not yet left school : she was at work upon a crying 
baby, which she was getting into long clothes. He 
wbiild not have given her a look or a thought, for 
she sat with her back to him and was quite absorbed 
in her task, but that she faced a mirror, which faith- 
fully reflected her. • It amused him to watch her thus 
08" her guard, with a sweet matronly look gradually 
stealing over her almost childish face as the baby be- 
came every moment more life-like in her hands. At 
last she had given it a final touch, and secure from 
observation, as she fancied herself, went into rapture 
^rer this pretty mockery of a Wrnaxv c5ci\\A,k\^^\3:v^^ 
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fondling and playing with it just as a young mother 
caresses and sports with her baby of flesh and blood 
— her baby with a soul. 

"The little thing has got a heart of her own," 
mused Horace, looking curiously on, " but she won't 
have one long. It will be Pooled out of her as soon 
as she goes into that charming sphere called society," 
His lip curled at the thought, and at that moment 
she looked up and saw that he had been observing 
and was despising her. He saw her face crimson 
painfully, knew that she had misunderstood the con- 
tempt of his glance, and was shocked at himself for 
his carelessness. But he did a right-minded, manly 
thing, which was just like him, when he rose and 
made his way to her and said, frankly and warmly : 

" I played the spy, it is true, but I did not dream 
that I sat in such a position that there was the least 
chance of detection." 

. •* If people will do silly, childish things, they must 
expect to be laughed at," she said. 
*. *' But I was not laughing at you," said Horace ; 
*' I was admiring you with all my. might." 

" That is a very likely, story," she said, a little 
comforted, and a good deal reassured by his man- 
ner, but she went off with her baby, leaving him 
ready to burst with repressed amusement, for iall the 
time they had stood talking together, she hid been 
pressing its little round, unconscious cheek agaiitist 
her own hardly less round, H\a \vv^\\tvc\. \.0A "^vc^ 
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not to follow her, and he said to himself besides, that 
she was not much more than a child, and so he tried 
to make himself agreeable to those who were older. 

This was a different set of girls from that in which 
he had been idling for two or three years. Each of 
them lived for a purpose ; perhaps not quite con- 
sciously, certainly not very grandly ; but their Sun- 
day work in a mission-school had given them a 
degree of elevation above mere triflers. They were 
in great glee this evening, for they were getting 
ready for a Christmas festival, and the doll-dressing 
being now over. Aunt Jane ushered them into the 
dining-room, where, seated at a long table, they were 
to fill cornucopias with sugar-plums. And the bro- 
ken-hearted Horace caught the spirit of the little 
company, and enjoyed the innocent mirth of these 
unspoiled gif Is ; a man who could afford to get 
married might be happy with almost any of them he 
said to himself, but, of course, he was not that man. 
Though he had tucked a cottage into the programme 
in which Georgiana was to figure, he had nevei* 
thought of such a thing as living in one ; it wasn't 
the style, nowadays, and a brown stone house was 
more to his taste. 

When the company broke up, and while the girls 

were getting into their sacks and hats, he had a few 

moments with Aunt Jane, who, to his great relief, 

made no aJJusion to his discomfited condition, but 

thanked him for coming, and asked \i\rcv. Vo ^^^ owe 
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or more of her young friends safely home. Ob- 
serving his little heroine of the baby scene standing 
near, he offered her his services as an escort. 

" No, I am not going anywhere," she said ; " I am 
making Aunt Jane a visit." 

*'Aunt Jane!" he repeated; "then you and I are 
cousins.'' 

" Indeed we are not, for she is not really my aunt ; 
I only tall her so, because I love her so, and because 
she lets me." 

"That makes our relationship doubly near," he 
said, laughingly, " for she is not my aunt, either ; I 
call her so, because I love her so, and because she 
lets me." 

He repeated her words and her manner of speak- 
ing them so perfectly, that she thought, as before, 
that he was secretly laughing at her ; but she looked 
up and said gently : 

" We country girls come to the city expecting to 
say and do foolish things, and get laughed at for our 
pains." 

*' But why will you persist in fancying that I am 
laughing at you, my dear little cousin V^ he cried, 
and he was going on to add, patronizingly, " on' the 
contrary I really like you," when his eye wandered 
from her sweet upturned face to her two little plump 
hands, and he saw that they were as red as they 
were plump. 

"She's nothing but a stupid V\\.\.\^ c<^>ycv\.\>j ^^^> 
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after all," he said to himself, "though where she 
picked up such lady-like manners, it would be hard 
to guess ; " so then he took himself off and thought 
of her no more. 

But she thought of him a good many times, 
wondered who he was, hoped he would come again, 
knew three minutes after she got to church or into 
any public place whether he was there, and w^as 
always expecting to meet him in the street when she 
walked out. In spite of all which, she had a charm- 
ing visit at Aunt Jane's, and went home at the end 
of three weeks, where she was nearly eaten up by 
those who were glad to get her and her useful hands 
back again, even though they were red. 

Well, Horace Wheeler, you made a great mistake 
when you let her slip out of your hands. This sweet, 
loving. Christian girl would have aroused the feeble 
Christian life now almost dead in your soul, and 
made a home for you of which any man might be 
proud. And so Aunt Jane would have said, if she 
had had a chance, but he did not give her one. He 
kept away from her week after week ; her little 
sermons, as he called them, were of all things most 
repugnant to him. He had been drinking at broken 
fountains, but felt sure that the world had some full 
cues which sooner or later would quench his thirst 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE season this year was unusually gay, and 
Horace plunged into it headlong. Everybody 
Avanted him at their dancing parties, their private 
theatricals, their musical festivals ; his tall, graceful 
figure was an ornament, and his gay sallies passed 
for keenest wit. He had to meet Georgiana repeat- 
edly, but his air of lofty indifference kept her at a 
distance, while it secretly vexed her, for she had, 
thus far, found no one to take his place. But he 
went home from these gay scenes out of spirits, and 
in spite of himself had his hours of reflection, when 
there came to him uncomfortable intimations that he 
was not living the true life for which he was born. 

" Well," he would reply, "if a man lives in the 
world he must be of it. Some may spend their time 
in driving mission-schools and Sunday-schools, and 
all that sort of thing, but we cian't all be doing it, 
any more than we can all be ministers and fall to 
preaching. I am as strict as most young fellows ; 
father doesn't think so, it is true, but the world has 
got ahead of him, and has none df his old-fashioned 
ways. It does not hurt me to go to the theatre, or 
to dance, or to play a harmUss ^'jv.m^ cA c.'^x^%\\^ 



26 Aunt Jane's Hero. 

fact, I feel that I ought to take my own independent 
course in such matters. I am as regular at church 
as any of them ; if I do not go to prayer-meetings 
it is because there are so few evenings in the 
week and because I do not enjoy them. And as to 
taking a class in a mission-school, as Aunt Jane is 
always saying I ought, why, I should have to get 
up an hour earlier than I do usually, and it is bad 
enough as it is. And at any rate I can't do it just 
now, for it would set everybody to talking and say- 
ing how my trials had been blessed to me ; and t;hat 
I couldn't stand." 

Now, there was a man of a sorrowful countenance 
and of a sorrowful spirit away off in a little country 
town, praying for his only son at these very moments, 
and his prayers were going to prevail. The know- 
ledge that his boy, his dead wife's boy, was living 
a worldly, useless life, in defiance of the training he 
had had, and the vows he had taken upon himself, 
had crushed out what little gladness he ever had in 
him, and that was not much. He believed that 
Horace was really regenerate, a nd that his soul 
would be saved at last ; but that did not give him 
much, if it did any, relief, when he set it off against 
the awful fact that he was not, in any sense, living 
forthe glory of God, but simply to and for himself. 
And ever and anon when he was pleading for his son 
mth strong crying and tears, there would surge up in 
the soul of that son unwelcome, ^avwful thoughts ; 
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recollections of his mother and his mother's teachings, 
faint yearnings for a faith and a practice like hers. 
He wist not whence they came, nor what a fearful 
risk he ran when he resisted and stifled them. 

It was Sunday, and, as usual, when he went to 
church regularly anywhere, he sat with Aunt Jane 
in her pew. He had a bad habit of wandering about 
from church to church, with no special preference for 
any one, ahd she had not seen him at hers for some 
weeks. He behaved himself now with great out- 
^ ward devotion ; took off his glove reverently, as his 
mother had taught him to do, as he sat at the sacra- 
mental table and received the sacred bread and 
wine, and joined in the hymns with apparent fervour. 
Aunt Jane's heart yearned for him ; how much this 
festival meant to her — how little to him ! And as 
she silently prayed for him, he felt the old discomfort 
creeping over him, the sense of unrest experienced, at 
times, at least, by every human soul that tries to 
satisfy its infinite longings and yearnings with finite 
things. " Will you come home with me to tea ? '* 
she whispered, after a little struggle with herself ; for 
in her present mood his soul and hers would not 
be likely to come into very close contact. 

"Anything but a boarding-house on a Sunday 
evening," he said, rather ungraciously, she thought. 
How many there were in that church who would 
have felt it a privilege to spend this quiet evening 
with her whose cheerful p\e\.7 ^xv^ \iv&fe ^^x^^ 
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made her such a delightful companion to those who 
loved her. And he was only going to do it to get 
rid of the time! Well, she meant to keep her hold 
on Emily Wheeler's boy : one of these days he would 
thank her for it. 

So they walked away together ; he a little silent 
and pre-occupied; she bright and happy and talk- 
ative, and ready to fill his empty cup from her full 
one, if he would only let her. And after tea, when 
they were alone together, she won from him the 
whole story about Georgiana, and listened to all his 
tiresome expressions of disgust and vexation, a good 
deal as an angel would have done. 

"^ You see, Aunt Jane, she has made me lose all 
faith in women ; that's the hard part of it. For she 
certainly lured me on with such pretty little ways, 
such adoring little glances ! Oh, you needn't ascribe 
all this to my vanity ; her manner is indescribable, 
but it was such as no high-niinded girl could possibly 
fall into with a man she meant to reject." 

" I do not doubt it," was the reply. " And I can 
perhaps explain to you why you were so deluded 
by it. For the time, and in a certain way, she really 
liked you, and instead of concealing that liking, as, 
under the circumstances, she was bound to do, she 
made the very most of it." 

'* But can girls conceal such liking ? " he asked. 

" Can they V repeated Aunt Jane. "Why, give 
them motives strong enough and iVvey c^tv hide and 
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stifle their souls for ever. And the most sacred 
instincts call them to do so ; for it is not an unheard 
of thing for girls to give their hearts unasked, and 
yet in impenetrable secrecy." 

" Do tell me something more about the dear crea- 
tures ! " cried Horace. " It is delightful to think 
there may be a lovely maiden dying for me some- 
where. Tm sure," he added, suddenly changing his 
careless tone for a serious one, "I wish there was." 

"I do not see what good that would do you," 
said Aunt Jane. "But I sincerely wish and pray 
that you may find a true-hearted, loving, Christian 
woman to wife, Horace. You need it sadly. You 
are frittering away your life now, and need to have 
a new element infused into it. Or rather, two ele- 
ments." 

" And what are they } " 

" I dare not tell you, because you have protested 
against my preaching what you call sermons." 

" Notwithstanding, say on," he returned. 
. ** You need first, then, love to God. Don't inter- 
rupt me ; I know you profess to love Him now. 
But you cannot pretend that this is the inspiration 
of your life." 

" No," he said, laughing, to hide his embarrass- 
ment; "I certainly cannot and do not." 

"And in the second place you want love to a 
pure, true woman, who will make a home for you 
with her love." 
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" That IS true enough, at all events," he said, re- 
lieved that the dreaded "sermon" had been so 
brief. "But allowing that such a being as you 
describe exists on earth, where am I to find her ? 
And if I find, what am I to do with her ? Take her 
to my boarding-house ? " 

" By no means. Get a house and live in it with 
her." 

"You might just as well say get a fortune, and 
share it with her. You know that I cannot 
afford it " 

" I know that you have often said so, and to be 
sure, you cannot take a house in a fashionable 
neighbourhood, furnish it richly, and establish a 
fashionable young lady in it. But if you would 
once make up your mind that these mere outside 
advantages do not touch the inner life in a single 
point; that you want wife and children, and not 
upholstery and style, I believe you could settle 
down in a happy home forthwith." 

The heart hidden away under the waistcoat gave 
a great throb at the words wife and children ; — 
Horace was not spoiled by the life he had been 
leading, though tainted by it. 

" All you say about my needing a home is true, 

Aunt Jane," he replied, "and you might say the 

same of every young man in the city. But every 

year makes our case more hopeless. Getting mar- 

ried is as formidable as getting to heaven ; for my 
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part I have about given up all hope of attaining 
cither. Why, the ring a man offers his betrothed 
when she promises to be his must not be valuable 
as the pledge of his affection, or as a sacred relic 
of his past life, but intrinsically costly, so that his 
Amanda can say to all her bosom friends, * Behold 
how many hundred dollars* worth of Arthur's love 
I wear upon my finger ? * " 

He spoke bitterly, and turned his mother's ring 
about as it hung on his watch-chain. 

" And then," he pursued, as Aunt Jane was silent, 
" comes the wedding ! and that involves another 
visit to the jeweller's, and so on and so on ; Amanda 
must have her rich dresses and give her elegant 
entertainments, and Arthur chooses she should; 
but if he happens to be poor, what then ? " 

"What then?" cried Aunt Jane, "why let him 
adapt himself to his poverty. Did Eve ask Adam 
to give her a palace to live in when he had nothing 
but a garden.? And are there to be no weddings 
save diamond weddings — no homes save in ceiled 
houses ?" 

*' It is all very well to talk," he said, glancing 
around the tastefully adorned room in which they 
sat. " But you, who have always been used to re- 
finement and luxury, do not know how essential 
they are." 

" I know that I, a poor girl, married a poor man," 
returned Aunt Jane. " And Vve tooV. ycv^ \.^ ^^Vcs^sv^ 
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in which his love was my sole luxury, aad mine my 
only refining^ influence. And how gladly I would 
go back with him this day, leaving behind me all 
that his long years of labour have won for me, into 
that homely home, if I might but go there with him 
in poverty instead of weeping for him amid this 
wealth ! Oh! men make such mistakes! such fearful 
remediless mistakes! They sacrifice the lives on 
which other lives hang, under the delusion that wheni 
they are gone money can satisfy the aching, empty, 
hearts they leave behind them." 

This was the first time she had ever made the 
slightest allusion to a sorrow that had cast first a 
great shadow and then a great illumination upon her 
life. An illumination; for a shadow implies a sun. . 

" You must go now," she said, after a moment, 
" for I have got a little off the track, and don't know 
just when it was. But come again as soon as you 
like, and meanwhile, God bless you!" She gave him 
her hand with her usual bright smile, and he went 
away without a word. 




9^wykWjm1^£^ 



CHAPTER V. 

AUNT JANE was not surprised to see Horace 
march in the very next evening. She knew 
that she had touched, though she had not changed, 
his heart. 

He began abruptly, with, 

** Suppose a man could bring his mind to get mar- 
ried on his poverty, where is he to find a girl willing 
to share it with him ? ** 

*' A good wife is from the Lord," she returned. 

" But do you know where mine is ? " he persisted. 
*' If I am ever to marry, of course there is somebody 
in the world waiting for me. Now where is she ? 
Who is' she?" 

'* If I knew I \yould not tell you. I hate match- 
making. You might as well ask me, where are my 
clients? Who are they? And I should reply, 
wait till they come to you and you will see and 
know." 

"All I have to do, then, is to be ready for her 
when she comes! Really, I begin to feel quite 
curious." 

♦' Yes, to be readyl' said Mul ^^.tv^> rav^'^iSlv^'^^ 
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" For if you are not, aii angel might conie to you and 
go away unrecognized/* 

" But ready, how ? " 

"In moral worth and purity, Horace." And after 
a pause, she added : 

" If I were talking to some men, I should say : 
Ask God to make you fit for her when she comes, 
and then to send her." 

" But why not to me ?"he asked, with a comical 
look. 

"Because I know you wouldn*t do it. You feel 
perfectly capable of choosing for yourself, and be- 
sides, you are not in the habit of taking counsel of 
Him in worldly matters." 

"That's true, though how you found it out I 
can't venture to guess. You have the oddest 
faculty of seeing through a man, I shouldn't wonder 
if you knew just what I am thinking of at this 
moment ! " 

"Very well," she said, quietly, "you are thinking, 
how you can get away gracefully from what you fear 
is an impending sermon." 

The blood flew into his face; he started up 
quickly, and cried : 

" I beg to go before* you read any more of my 
•thoughts. You are next door to a witch." 

" I wish I could stay away," he thought, as he ran 

down the steps. "She'll get round me somehow 

tin she has me in some dismal \\ll\^\vo\^V\\.Vi.oti« of 
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her pious little girls, and then I shall have to black 
my own boots, and go to market and buy cheap 
pieces of meat, which will be cooked horribly by a 
slip-shod maid, and I shall lead about as prosaic a 
life as it is possible to conceive of." 

But when he reached his room he could not help 
confessing that looked prosaic, too. It had once 
been hrjidsomely furnished, but everything had 
now a shabby-genteel aspect ; and worst of all, 
there was nobody there to run to meet and welcome 
him. He felt unusually out of sorts, and wondered 
what ailed him, but on the whole laid the blame on 
Aunt Jane, whom he determined not to go to see 
again, since she had such a knack at unsettling him. 
This turned out to be an easily kept resolution, for 
the next he heard of her was that she was very ill. 
He did not see her again that winter, and early in the 
spring she went away to her country-seat and spent a 
long summer there. 

Meanwhile everybody, young and old, had been 
aroused and shaken by the civil war, that spranjg up 
as in a night, but would not cease till it had devoured 
in its cruel jaws thousands of youthful lives, and left 
behind it thousands of broken hearts. 

Horace Wheeler was one of the first to volunteer 
to go to the defence of his country. The true man 
in him, hitherto buried under much rubbish, now 
came bravely forth in the light. 

" Few could go as well as 1" \i^ ^"aX.^ \.^ fes^cixii^ 
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Jane, when he went to take leave of her. " I have 
no mother or sister to weep for me if I fall, and I 
have my father's full consent and blessing. It is 
true I am his only son, but then I haven't been of 
much comfort to him, and we have lived apart so 
long that it could not make much difference to him 
either way. However, I expect to come back 
strong in life and limb." 

*' And suppose you do not ? What then ? ** she 
asked, tearfully. 

" Why, then, I make you my heir ! " he returned, 
gaily, " and you will come into possession of all my 
law-books." 

"Let us be serious in these last moments," she 
said. " I take a mother's place to you, in a certain 
sense, and if you never come back, if we never meet 
again in this world, where shall I look for you in the 
next, dear Horace } " 

" In such a remote corner of heaven that you 
never will take the trouble to search me out," he 
replied. "Dear Aunt Jane, if I ever get thereat 
all, it will be through your own and my father's 
prayers, and not from any goodness of mine. You 
two have found more fault with me than anybody 
else in the world ; it happens to be your very pecu- 
liar way of showing your love ; but you pray for 
me far more than I deserve — and I'm not going 
Bway quite as thoughtless as you fancy." 

This was Xh^ very most she co\AA ^^>c o\\\. oC him, 
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and he rushed off as if ashamed and frightened that 
he had said so much. 

So the great tide swept him away, and with him 
many and many a young husband, an idolized son, 
an only brother. And there were no wounds on 
the battle-field so ghastly as those that hewed down 
the hearts which bade them God-speed, and to this 
day there are no scars like those that many a 
woman is now patiently concealing. The havoc 
of life and limb caused by war is indeed fearful. 
But what of the havoc of human affections; what 
of the suspense, the sleeplessness, the unwritten 
anguish that turned many a sweet, peaceful home 
into a battle-field whose conquests and whose defeats 
were witnessed by no mortal eye? 

The few friends Horace left at home watched 
anxiously for news from him, and he wrote occa- 
sional letters, brief, sharp, and unsatisfactory. But 
he was distinguishing himself, and winning laurels, 
and when he came forth from battle after battle 
unharmed, he began to think that he bore a charmed 
life. He had entered intelligently upon this sphere 
of action ; he was not fighting for his country and 
enduring the privations of camp-life under a mere 
impulse, but from a high and sacred purpose such 
as inspired many another soul, and armed many 
another right hand. 

News-boys were crying papers all about the 
streets, and Aunt Jane, sitting ^\o\\^, ^xv^ Vi%\. vcv 
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thought, at last heard the sounds. She rang for a 
servant. 

'* What are they crying, to-night } " she asked, as 
he entered. 

" There has been an awful battle," he answered. 
" IVe got the paper, and Jim*s one of *em ; mowed 
right down, and killed in the twinkling of an eye ; 
see, here it is in the paper ; there's no mistake about 
it. And I hope you won't take it unkindly, ma'am, 

but I'm going to fill his place." 

" I am shocked and grieved at this news," she 
said, " and, Robert, you are not strong as Jim was. 
Is it wise in you to go } " 

" I don't know whether it is or not, but I promised 
him that if he was killed I'd just go and fill his 
place. Them was his last words before he went : 
' Fill up the places as fast as they're empty.' And 
besides, I couldn't settle down quiet, now Jim's 
gone. He was all I had." And the poor fellow 
broke down, and retreated, leaving the paper behind 
him. 

Almost the first words her eyes fell upon were 
these: — 

" Captain Wheeler of the New York 82nd, miss- 
ing." She had not heard of Horace's promotion, 
and at first hoped this might not be he. But a 
little reflection showed her that it was. She felt 
sick and .faint for a moment, for what horrors might 
not this word ''missing" cotvceaV^ Kivd llveti she 
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began to pray for him mightily — no other word 
can do justice to the strength with which this 
woman laid hold on the Divine promises. She 
asked that if he lay wounded and overlooked upon 
the battle-field, aid might speedily be sent him ; if 
taken captive that he might be rescued, and spared 
the wasting terrors of imprisonment. And then 
she waited patiently to see what God w6uld do, and 
this IS what she afterwards heard He did. 

The battle had been a terrible one, and Horace, 
at the head of his company, had been in the heart of 
it all day ; one of the most fearful and one of the 
most decisive days of the whole war. And while Aunt 
Jane was kneeling before God, pleading for his 
safety, as if he had been her own son, he lay wounded 
upon the field where he had fallen nearly twenty- 
four hours before. Who can tell the horrors of 
those hours ? Or how many lives he lived, how 
many deaths he died in them. At first his bodily 
sufferings benumbed his faculties ; then they became 
absorbed in the eager hope of rescue ; and when 
that hope gradually died out, and he knew that he 
must die there in all the flush of his strength and 
manhood, and die alone, a horror of great darkness 
fell upon him. He almost lost the sense of pain as 
the questions forced themselves upon him, " Am I 
ready to die? How do I know that I ever made 
my peace with God? What has there been Jn.aly 
life to prove it ? " And a dismal a\\?N^'tx_f*^x^^\<^<«- 
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to him, declaring that it was now too late to decide 
such momentous questions ; too late ! too late ! And 
then he gave himself up to the fever and the pain and 
the exhaustion that claimed him as their own, and 
»• resigned himself to his fate. 

"Come this way, doctor, here are half a dozen 
still living," said a voice near him. 

" Oh, doctor, save me, save me ! ** cried a boyish 
voice close at Horace's ear. The doctor stooped 
over the youthful figure, and let the light of his 
lantern fall upon the face already becoming rigid in 
death. His lip trembled, as he replied, " My poor 
boy, it is too late. I can only take away those for 
whom there is yet hope. God bless and stand by you 
to the last ! " he added, as he turned from him to 
Horace and examined his wound. 

" I think this poor fellow may pull through," he 
said, *'take hold gently, Barnes, gently now; once 
safely in the ambulance we will do something for his 
immediate relief." 

Horace felt himself lifted, and it caused him such 
an agony of pain that he wished they had passed 
him by. 

" Leave me to die," he said, faintly. " I have no 
mother, no wife to lament me, and hundreds of 
these poor fellows have." 

"We will save you, if we can, to gain in the 
future what you have not had in the past," was 
the cheerful answer. And then, amid untold 
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anguish, Horace was jolted in a crowded ambulance^ 
over a rough road, to the hospital ; that is to say, to 
a church improvised for the time for that purpose. 
When his turn came, he was stretched upon the 
sacramental table (he remembered it afterwards with 
a sort of pleasure), and a surgeon clad in an apron 
hastily torn from the pulpit curtain, amputated the 
limb that had been mangled and crushed and neg- 
lected till it was past cure. He cared little what 
they did with him ; as far as he had any thoughts 
about it at all, he fancied that the loss of a limb was 
a small affair, and wondered at himself that he was 
so indifferent about it. 

But as the days of convalescence approached, 
indifference gave place to insupportable anguish; 
he said to himself that death would have been a 
thousand times better. And then he yearned for his 
mother as he had never done since the first weeks 
after her death ; he wanted to weep away his despair 
on a woman's breast, instead of hiding it in the pew 
where he lay alone. 

*' Have you no friends. Captain Wheeler ? " asked 
the chaplain, one day ; " no one to whom you would 
wish me to write ? " 

" Yes, I hav« two," he answered, bitterly. " My 
father ought to hear, I suppose, and there is a 
friend of my mother's who would like a line, 
perhaps." 

Four days later, when he had b^wi. x^tcvoH^^X.^ 
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more cogifortable quarters, there came to his bed- 
side a gray-haired, bright-eyed woman ; and a 
wounded comrade, looking enviously on, said to the 
chaplain, who sat writing by his side: 

"The Captain's mother has come to nurse him, 
and they have both been crying and hugging and 
kissing enough to kill a fellow who ha'n't got any." 

" I had the impression that he had no mother," 
replied the chaplain, musingly ; ** but it seems I 
was mistaken." 

" Oh, Aunt Jane ! " said Horace, " what made 
you come?** 

"I came because I came," she said^ smiling 
through her tears. "And now you must forget 
that I am not your very mother; I might have had 
my boy lying here wounded in your place, if God had 
not wanted him for some other purpose, and taken 
him from me long years ago." 

And then his father came, and for the first time 
within his remembrance, Horace felt that^here was a 
heart that loved him. 

Those were wonderful days in the hospital. He 
did not now repel the wise. Christian words spoken 
to him by the two who watched beside him; this 
world was for ever changed for him, and he was 
thankful to have his thoughts turned from it. A 
great deal of the time he was as docile as a little 
child, drinking in the teachings his soul craved as if 
be sat really at his mother's knee ; at other times 
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the sense of what had befallen him would come in 
upon him in such great waves of distress that his 
two watchers could only weep with him. 

"Death would have been so much better, so 
much better ! " he would cry tt such times ; and 
then the tide, which can't be always coming in, 
thanks be to God, would flow back, leaving a shore 
behind it on which the form of His Son might be 
almost visibly seen walking. 

As soon as it was possible to move him, they 
took him home; that is, they took him to Aunt 
Jane's home, and the sorrowful-looking father re- 
turned to his more distant one. As he took leave, 
he uttered these parting-words, with a tenderness 
that was the offspring of a remarkable union to 
Him who spake them : 

"It is better for thee to enter into life halt or 
maimed, my son." 

" Yes, it is better I " said Horace. 

And so he had his baptism of fire, and had come 
out of it another man. 

They had many pleasant talks together after this, 
he and Aunt Jane, and she had reminded him of 
the sympathy Jesus showed when on earth for the 
"maimed," how often he healed them, what com- 
forting words he spake to them, and how He charged 
His disciples to remember them especially, when 
they made their feasts. 

"Yes, I had thought of it," he sa.vA/^^'cv^ \\.\Na.^ 
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been a source of unspeakable consolation. The time 
has been when I should have scorned to go to a 
feast as an object of pity, but now I long for human 
sympathy." 

But with all the sympathy he received, and it 
was not a little, he had to have his dark and sor- 
rowful days ; yes, there were times when *' neither 
sun nor stars in many days appeared," and np 
man came unto him, for he would let no one come. 

But at last he emerged from this great tribulation 
into the light, 

" I am at peace now. Aunt Jane," he said. " I 
have done fighting with the Lord, and have put 
myself, just as I am, maimed and halt, into His 
hands. I could not have believed they were such 
tender hands." 

There was one source of pain connected with his 
loss, of which he never spoke. But he had assumed, 
almost at the outset, that he never could marry. He 
fancied he should never have the face to ask a 
woman to limp through life with him : and yet 
there never was a time when he so longed for the 
home and the wife Aunt Jane had often pictured to 
him. His worldly ambition was gone now ; if there 
was only somebody who wa? patriotic and unselfish 
enough to take him, just as he was, he would marry, 
and have his own fireside, and gather about it those 
who had rallied round him in his sore straits, and 
such waifs as were floating about as Vv^ Vv;v.d dotvc^ 
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In due time he was established once more in a 
boarding-house^ an artificial limb partially supplied 
the loss of his own, and h^ reopened his office under 
favourable circumstances. The Young Men's Christian 
Association opened its arms to him ; he became 
interested in the once-despised Mission School, and 
once or twice his voice was heard at the weekly 
prayer-meeting, which he never used to attend. He 
felt, at times, that he had gained through loss : that 
he was a happier, better man ; and yet a voice often 
-whispered in his ear, that next to the love of God 
he needed the love of a Christian woman, 





CHAPTER VI. 

HORACE had nearly recovered his youthful 
vigour, and was in the midst of unusual 
activity, when the illness of his father called him 
home. This illness proved to be sharp and brief, 
and ended in a peaceful death. Thus he was left 
without a single near relative on earth, and he took 
his seat in the train to return to the city, with a 
sense of isolation that saddened and depressed him. 
Life looked hard ; it wasn't paying its way, he 
thought ; his lame leg was giving him a good deal 
of discomfort, or rather his artificial leg was. It 
seemed a dismal prospect to be always suffering thus. 
He was in this mood when, at a wayside station, 
four young girls, escorted by a very assiduous young 
man, entered the train and seated themselves right 
behind him : or rather, the girls did so. The assiduous 
young man arranged them to their liking and then 
withdrew. He had placed them face to face with 
each other, and as soon as the train moved off, they 
began to talk and to chatter and to laugh, as only 
American girls do talk and laugh in public vehicles, 
and he could not help hearing all they said, as did 
everybody around them. 
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" Can yrtu ride backwards, Mag ?" cried one. 
" And can you, Lou ? How fortunate, for neither 
of us can endure it, can we, Nan ?" To which 
" Nan" assented vehemently, and then there was a 
little whispering, till Nan, warming with her subject, 
began to talk quite loudly again. 

" ril tell you the whole story. You see, when 
he first proposed to enlist, she made a time about it, 
and said and did all she could to alter his resolution. 
But go he would, and go he did, and she gave him 
fair warning, that if he were maimed or disfigured 
or anything, she should break off with him.** 

" What a horrid thing she must have been!'* cried 
Lou. 

" Well — it wasn't as if she didn't give him fair 
warning. Do you think it was, Jo ?" 
""Jo** inclined not to commit herself. But on the 
whole, she should prefer, herself, to marry a man 
with two legs. 

"Of course,** Mag here- put in in a low voice, 
which Horace heard, however, for 3hc sat just behind 
his head, " but you see, they were engaged. That 
alters the case. She had no right to break off a 
solemn engagement.*' 

" As to that, there was not much solemnity about 
it, till our Mag must needs put her finger into the 
pie. Well, to go on, by-and-by he comes home with 
one empty coat-sleeve, and a frightful great red scar 
on one cheek. She fainted dead ^w^-^ ^V^w. ^^ 
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saw him, and it made her so nervous to look at him, 
that he only went to see her occasionally. And then 
it got rumoured about the village that the engage- 
nfient was broken off. Now comes in the ridiculous 
part. Our Mag " 

"Don*t, Annie, don't/' pleaded Mag. "People 
will hear you !" 

" rU speak lower, then. What does our Mag do, 
but march to see her, and first coax, and then 
upbraid, and then " 

" Oh, Annie! it isn't fair to tell that!" said Mag's 
suppressed voice once more. 

'* Stop your ears, if you don't like to hear it, you 
dear little goose, you ! Our Mag got down on her 
knees, and prayed about it !" 

*'Well, well!" cried Jo and Lou in a breath; 
while Horace felt like shaking them, for he was sure 
that the unseen Mag was crying. 

"I couldn't help it!" she said, "I pitied him so, 
and he seemed so heart-broken. To think what 
sacrifices he had made for his country, and how 
thankful a girl with a heart as big as " 

" A peppermint ?" suggested Nan. 

" Yes, as big as a peppermint," said Mag, waxing 
wroth; "how thankful a girl with the very least 
speck of heart would have been to spend her whole 
life in making him forget what he had lost." 

" What sort of a man is he ?" asked Lou. " Pcr- 
haps Maggie may console him Vv^xsdt " 



Aunt yane^s Hci'O, 45 

AH three laughed at this very witty suggestion, 
.And Nan replied : 

" Oh, no ! he wouldn't do fot* Mag. He is a very 
common sort of fellow. We wouldn't let him look 
at her. But he'll find somebody, no doubt, before 
long. That's the way with men. Meanwhile we 
are going to carry Maggie off out of his reach, lest, 
what with her patriotism, and what with her pity, 
she should throw herself into his arms." 

"She couldn't do that; for, according to you, he 
has but one arm," said Jo, laughing. 

" I don't see how you can joke about such things," 
said Mag. " They seem to me almost too sacred to 
speak of. Think of losing so much as one of your 
own fingers ! For my part, I never see a wounded 
soldier without wishing I might say a kind word to 
him, if I could do nothing more." 

"Oh, your fate is sealed," said Nan; "you'll marry 
the first one-legged animal that comes along, just out 
of pity. But if r were a man I should want to be 
loved for myself, not from compassion." 

Miss Maggie vouchsafing no answer, the conver« 
sation thenceforth flagged a little, and at last the 
four girls relapsed into entire silence, and Horace 
was left to not a few mingled emotions. " Warm- 
hearted, and patriotic and gentle ! " he said to himself, 
" and a girl who can get down on her knees ; all this 
I know of ' our Mag,' and yet have not so much as 
Eeen her 1 She would marry evetv me, ow\. ^l ^v^V'^ 
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But at that thought he shrugged his shoulders. 

"Passengers for Beverly will change carsl" 
shouted the conductor, a few hours later, where- 
upon great confusion arose among Horace's faif 
neighbours. : 

"Mercy on us! I had no idea We were to 
change cars ! " cried Lou. " Where ia my travelling- 
bag } Has anyone seen my waterproof ? Make haste, 
Jo, we shall be carried off as sure as. fate." 

So they were going off, and he should hear their 
gay talk no mpre ; going away wh^n he had not 
had a glimpse of orle of them, especially "our 
Mag!" 

" I daresay she's red-haired, and coarse and 
freckled/' Ijie said to himself, " but I niust and will 
see her;" and he started up with one of his most 
graceful bows, and with an "Allow me to assist 
you, young ladies," was right in the midst of them in 
a moment. 

" Thank you ; and if you could reach down my 
travelling bag, and if you would see if my parasol 
has fallen under the seat; and, oh, thank you, 
that's it!" 

They were all mixed up together, so that he did 
not know which was which, but he was conscious 
of a sense of relief when he found that he was to 
part company with only two ; the lively " Nan " and 
"our Mag" remained behind. The whole scene 
occupied not more than three minutes, and then the 
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train moved on, and he gave a curious look at the 
two sisters, who were absorbed in getting to rights 
after the flight qf their companions. 

At another time he would have been struck with 
the brightness of the one face, and the sweet earnest- 
ness of the other, but Maggie's surprised glad smile 
0f evident recognition quite startled him. , 

•'Who is she? Where can I have met her ?" he 
vainly asked himself. But he had presence of 
mind enough not to ask her, and he did not pre- 
tend to conceal that he was glad to- see her, trust- 
ing soon to learn, in conversation, who s u really 
was. 

" I hope you have been well since I last had the 
pleasure of seeing you," he began, hypocritically, 
and seating himself before her. 

"Oh,^yes, I am always well. This is my sister 
Annie ; she has never seen ypu, but has often heard 
me speak of you ; haven't you, Annie? " 

"Very likely," returned Annie, coolly. "But I 
should know better if you would be kind enough 
to mention the name of your friend." 

" Mr. Wheeler," Horace hastily put in. 

" Then I can say positively, that I never in my 
life heard you speak of him," cried Annie. 

" Why, yes, Annie, don't you remember ? How- 
ever, as . I was never introduced to him, and, till 
this moment, never heard his name, except," she 
added, smiling, "his Christian name " 
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*' Horace/' suggested our hero. 

" Yes, Horace," said Maggie. 

" Oh ! '' quoth Annie, looking very closely and 
curiously at him, " and so you are Horace ? *' 

He felt not a little flattered that this sweet-look- 
ing Maggie had spoken of him to her sister ; but 
how happened it that she remembered him, when 
he had so completely forgotten her ? But as he 
did not expect to see her again, but to lose her a^ 
soon as the train reached the city, he determined 
to make the most of the time remaining. It was 
far pleasanter to chat with those pretty girls, and 
such girls ! than to sit staring out of the window, 
getting his eyes full of cinders. And so he went on 
exactly as if they had been friends for years, and 
from a light skirmish they at last got into open 
warfare. Maggie had read everything there was 
to read about the state of the country, and had some 
very positive opinions of her own which did not 
agree with his. And though she was so gentle and 
lady-like in every look and tone, she would not yield 
to him an inch. 

" But I ought to know, because I was in the army 
several years," he said, at last. 

"In the army I Then why are you not in it 
now ? " 

"I was honourably discharged," he replied, and 
tried to change the subject, but she would not let 
him. 
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" I am so disappointed in you/' she said. '* I 
did not think you were one of the sort to get 
discharged while your country was still in such 
peril ! " 

. Horace was embarrassed. After what he had 
overheard he could not allude to the occasion of 
his discharge, so he muttered something about 
being ill. 

'*0h, but you are quite well now, are you not, and 
you will enter the army again, won't you ? " 

** That's the way she talks to everybody/* said 
Annie, naturally misunderstanding his increased 
embarrassment. "Mother often says she goes too 
far/' 

" One can hardly go too far in a good cause," he 
said, and there the conversation became less ani- 
mated ; he had evidently lost ground with Maggie, 
and she had less to say. 

And now the train went thundering into the 
cjep6t, and he had not learned who they were, and 
where they lived. It would have been better, he 
thought, if he had at the outset frankly owned his 
Ignorance, but that wouldn't do now. 

'• We shall see you before long, I suppose," said 
Annie, as they parted. 

" Certainly ; that is — I should be happy " 

" Oh ! Annie did not mean that you should call 
on purpose to see us. She only thought y^^ "v^viA. 
be in and out more or less, whik nv^ ^x^ Y^\.o^Ti> "wn.^ 
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that will be several weeks/* said Maggie. So their 
home was not in the city, as he had taken it for 
granted it was, and his chance of stumbling upon 
them by accident was limited to a few weeks. In his 
eagerness he ran after the carriage which was driving 
off with them, saying : — 

" But you have not told me where you are to be 
found ? " 

"At the same dear old place,** replied Maggie, as 
the carriage droye on. He stood looking after it in 
no little perplexity. They would think it very 
strange if he should not call ; and besides, they were 
nice, pleasant girls, and it was a* shame to let the 
acquaintance end here. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

" T T 7HY didn't I take a carriage and drive after 
VV them?'* he wondered, and then he went 
home and pondered over the events of the day, and 
the strange conversation he had overheard, and asked 
himself what " our Mag " would say and do if she 
only knew on whose ears it had fallen. 

" It would nearly kill the sensitive little thing,** 
he said to himself, "and I'll not repeat a word of it, 
lest in some roundabout way it should get back to 
her." These were among his last thoughts before he 
went to sleep that night, and this accounted, he 
fancied, for the fact that her image, sweet and fresh, 
came to him with his first waking ones next day. 
But why she should go wherever he went, why she 
should flit in and out of his office was not so obvious. 
He laughed at himself, said it would pass in a day 
or two, and entered into his usual pursuits with un- 
usual ardour. 

" I have got off the business track," he thought, 
" by absence from it ; and my brain is confused by 
the journey yesterday." But when he was riding up 
town after his day's work was over, she came into 
the stage, too, and when he sat do^tiXo ^vccc^^^^^^ 
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sat down by his side. Oh, Maggie, how could yotf;? 
He tried to shake her off in vain, and as he Jcnel&yr 
Aunt Jane would be expecting him in the eveniog, 
he set forth for her house, and our Maggie went 
with him. Or rather, there she was at Aunt Jane*s 
side, in a pretty blue dress ; she and her sister Annie, 
in living form. 

Conscious as he was of the way in which she had 
filled his thoughts all day, and quite taken by sur- 
prise by finding her here, he was thrown entirely off 
his guard, and stood before the two quite speechless. 

But he soon recovered himself, and when he heard 
both girls address Mrs. Faulkner as "Aunt Jane," 
it flashed upon him where and when he had seen 
Maggie before. 

** I hope, my dear cousins^' he began, recovering 
his usual ease of manner, ** that I find you quite well 
after yesterday's journey ?'* 

"We are quite well, dear cousin,*' said Annie, 
laughing, "only Maggie is troubled with a f^w 
anxious fears lest you may have overheard some of 
our careless talk ; but you didn't, I am sure .?" 

Never was mortal man more tempted to tell a 
downright lie. But he got off, for the time at least, 
by declaring — 

" Of course I heard every word, and wrote it down 
in my journal before I slept." 

"Ah^ I knew you couldn't have heard," said Annie, 
'though to be sure, if you had, no Wicvcv -^qxjX^ Wn^ 
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been done.*' And then they passed a pleasant evening. 
Horace spoke of his father, and finding both girls 
interested, read a little record he had made of his 
pleasant sayings during his last days on earth. 

*' And you were just returning from this beautiful 
death-bed yesterday ?" asked Maggie. "Then how 
our laughing and talking so near you must have 
jarred upon you!" 

" On the contrary, it quite diverted my mind from 
£ome sober thoughts," he returned. 

"Then you did hear, after all!" she cried, crimson- 
ing to her very fingers' end. " Oh, Annie, what did 
we say!'* 

"You spoke of me, for one thing," said Horace, 
quietly. 

if Now I know you did not hear," said Maggie, 
''for we never once mentioned you." 

But she did not add, as she might have done, " I 
thought of you too much to speak of you," and 
after a delightful evening he went away in such an 
-enraptured state of mind that he left his cane behind 
him, whicli made it necessary that he should go for it 
the next evening. 

Meanwhile, he was becoming a marvel to himself. 
He caught himself twenty times while sitting in his 
office alone, or when passing through the streets, 
mentally conversing with Maggie; telling her his 
whole story, even confiding to her to what new atvd 
blessed heights of Christian (avXVv ^xv^ \w^ V^ \>sA 



58 Aunt pane's Hero^ 

climbed of late. And how he felt that he had her 
full sympathy, though, he heard only one little 
sentence about her that said she prayed when .she 
was greatly moved, whatever she might do at other 
times. .Q 

" I never knew anything like it ! " he said to him-? 
self at last in despair. " It must be that my father's 
death makes me tender towards everybody." 

Yet it was not- to commune with everybody that 
he presented himself at Aunt Jane's again so soon ; 
it was only to get his cane. 

Aunt Jane could hardly repress a smile when she 
saw Horace enter, for she had happened to see 
the cane in the hall, and knew it to be his, because 
it was her own gift to him, and she knew that, 
dependent as he was upon it, he had not left it by 
accident. 

" I hope the young ladies are well," he said, after 
waiting some time in the vain hope of seeing them 
make their appearance. 

" They are quite well," she said, but was so crud 
as not to explain the occasion of their absence. 

" What a precious fool I have made of myself 
by coming this evening!" he thought. "For of 
course I can't come to-morrow; it would look too 
marked." 

"I was going to invite you to dine with us to- 
inorrow,'' said Aunt Jane, "and take the girls to 
church, " 
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Horace started, 

" Don*t look so amazed," she said, " I only put two 
and two together. You left your cane last night as 
an excuse for coming again, and you have sat two 
minutes in perfect silence, meditating, instead of 
making yourself agreeable. One of my girls, or 
both of them, has caught you at last." 

"Oh, no!" he cried! "Not but that they are 
pleasant girls enough, but " 

Aunt Jane smiled. 

"Don't talk to me about 'pleasant girls,*" said 
she, " but tell me what it is you want } Why, 
hitherta you have been in such a hurry to come and 
boast of having fallen in love, that now I hardly 
know you." Then thinking she had gone too far, 
she added — 

"They've gone to dine with Mrs. White. She 
has known them this long time, and is fond of them 
both." 

Horace feigned indifference, and asked some tri- 
fling questions about a blue stocking that peeped 
from a dainty little basket upon the table. 

"That's Maggie's work," said Aunt Jane. "What 
a pity that she forgot to take it with her! We 
wanted to send off a barrel to-morrow." 

" I should think you would need a hogshead in- 
stead of a barrel," said Horace, casting his ej^es 
about the room, which, like many a loyal parlour 
during the war, was full of shirts, socV^,V'^tv^^\Os\\^'s»^ 
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in short, everything conceivable and inconceivable that 
a soldier could want 

'* So I told the girls when I saw the trunk they 
brought with them. They must have worked like 
two beavers. With all they have to do I can't ima- 
gine how they accomplish so muclv" 

"Aunt Jane," cried Horace, abruptly, "do they 
know about— about my leg ?" 

"I suppose so. But let me think. No, on the 
whole I doubt if they do." 

" They must have observed my lameness.'* 

'* Perhaps so." 
* " Unless they ask a direct question about it, will 
you be silent as to the cause ?" 

Aunt Jane looked at him with great surprise. 

Was he going to try to gain the affections of one 
of them under false colors ? 

But his honest face rebuked this unjust suspicion. 

" It will be quite easy to be silent," she replied, 
" Both girls have too much delicacy to ask questions 
on such a subject" 

" I should think one of them might have," he re- 
turned. "Do you know, Aunt Jane, that I have 
never been introduced to either of them, and do not 
know whether they are the Misses Snodgrass or the 
Misses Snooks ?" 

" Upon my word, then, you made yourself quite 
familiar last evening, calling them your cousins, and 
aJJtliat/' 
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"But you know I had met them on the train, 
and overheard any quantity of lively talk on the 
way." 

" Indeed ? Then I am ashamed of you that you 
did not warn them that you were listening." 

" Do you call it listening when a parcel of girls 
talk loud enough to edify the whole train ?" 

*' Now I know Maggie Wyman never did that !** 

"Perhaps Maggie in particular did not, but I 
know the young ladies in general did. How should 
I distinguish who said this, or who said that, when t 
sat the whole time with my back to them ? And as 
to any little secrets I was so lucky as to hear, I should 
scorn to repeat them.*' 

''Secrets indeed! Maggie Wyman shouting her 
secrets into the ears of the whole train I" 

•* Indeed, Aunt Jane, I never insinuated that she 
did. So, I am to come to dinner to-morrow night ? 
I wonder if I can ? I half promised to dine with 
Ben Lowell." 

' "Very well, dine with him then and welcome," she 
said, demurely. 

" Oh, I daresay he'll let me off. Yes, Til come. 
Anything to please you. Where did you pick up 
these fair maidens ?" 

" Oh, it's a long story, and I can't go into details. 
I have known them ever since they were little girls. 
After the death of my husband and my son, my 
health was all broken up, and 1 nn;^^^^^ \.^ ^\ "CiXiX 
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of the city into some quiet place, where I could 
brood over my grief. This, you know, was before I 
purchased my present country seat. I advertised, 
and friends made inquiries for me, and at last I 
somehow wandered off to a little mountain village 
whose chief attraction lay in the fact of its obscurity 
and isolation. . The father of these girls was the 
minister of the single church there, and he began 
to come and see me. I had never met such a singlcr 
hearted, unworldly man ; at the very first interview 
he did me good, though somewhat younger than I. 
Then he brought his wife, and by degrees they 
roused me from the despair into which I had fallen, 
and gave me my first conception of a 'heart at 
leisure from itself.' I was boarding at a common 
country tavern, amid many discomforts, and really 
suffered for want of many things that my ill-health 
made necessary. Almost every day, therefore, one 
or both these girls, then six and eight years old, 
came to bring me something prepared for me by 
their mother's own hands. She did it from the 
purest kindness and sympathy; inferring that 
poverty only could induce me to take up my abode 
in such poor quarters. I naturally wanted to make 
some return, and as my health began to improve, 
proposed that the little girls should come to me for 
daily lessons. This proved to be as great a bene- 
diction to me as to them ; I learned to love them 
dearly, and they filled up and kept warm some of 
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the empty places in my heart. The whole thing 
ended in my going, to the parsonage to spend 
summer after summer, and gaining in the beautiful 
Christian home there a new conception of this life 
ajid of the life* to come. Mrs. Wyman was not one 
of the sort who could say much on religious subjects 
with her lips, but sh^ .said many things in her life ; 
and Mr. Wyman preached Christ to me as truly out 
of the pulpit as in it. I never can repay the debt 
of gratitude I owe them both; We feel a very 
peculiar gratitude towards those who are a spiritual 
help to us ; don't you think so ?" 

" Indeed, we do I " he said, warmly. "Think what 
you were to me down there in the hospital." 

" The girls," she went on, " proved to be charming 
little scholars ; I never tyied to do anything with the 
boys; they were younger, and, besides, I couldn't 
manage them ; they were always startling me with 
their noise, and I really had no health with which 
to bear what their mother only laughed at. As 
Maggie and Anpie grew older, I sent them away to 
school for several winters, one at a time, vfc5r their 
mother could not spare both at once. This winter 
Mrs. Wyman has a sister with her, and so she could 
let them come together, and I want them to have a 
right good time; they deserve it, for they have a 
hard life of it at home." 

Horace hoped she would go on all night, but at 
ihis point in her discourse it became necessary for 
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her to set the heel of a great blue stocking; she WAS 
knitting, and she warned him that he was not to 
speak while she counted her stitches and performed 
that mysterious act. 

" Why, how is this ? " she said, suddenly, " my yam 
is giving out ! I thought I wound enough to last a 
week. I shall have to steal some from the girls. 
Hand me that large ball, and I will wind, or rather 
you shall wind off, a part of it for me. Have you a 
bit of paper about you ? Or stay, here is an enve- 
lope in the work-basket, you can wind upon that 
Meanwhile, excuse me a moment, I must look for the 
mate of this stocking." 

Horace took the envelope and was proceeding to 
fold it in such a form as would make it available 
for his purpose, when his eye caught the word 
" Horace " written upon it in pencil ; he coloured, 
and looked about him with a guilty air; it had 
come from Maggie's basket ; would she miss it ? 
must he return it? Another glance revealed the 
address in a free, manly hand — "Miss Annie 
Wyman." It wasn't Maggie's after all, then } At 
any rate there could be no harm in keeping it ; that 
one word "Horace" told no secret, and yet it 
somehow seemed to entitle him to keep possession 
of the mutilated paper on which it had been hastily 
scribbled. He lost no time, therefore, in thrusting 
it into his pocket, substituting another for it, and 
when Aunt Jane returned she found him so clumsily 
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'at work in winding her ball that she "snatched it 
from him. 

He was now quite eager to get home to study his 
prize at his leisure, and set his face in that direction, 
with a light heart. Yes, there it was, in a graceful, 
^very original hand, his own name, over and over and 
over * again ; but whose hand had traced the word ? 
Annie's, no doubt, he said, with a sigh ; but then 
didn't the paper come from Maggie's basket, and 
hadn't Maggie meant to take that basket with her ? 
The envelope had evidently had yarn wound upon 
it, for it folded, almost of itself, into a compact, 
square form ; it did not follow that she* who had 
written his name upon it cared for him a fig ; but yet 
this looked like it. Perhaps it was Maggie after all : 
perhaps she bad begun to forgive him for leaving the 
army, and was beginning to— well, to what .^ He 
dared not ask ; and then the image of a poor, disap- 
pointed fellow, with the empty coat-sleeve and the 
r«d scar, came and whispered, " Why shouldn't my 
name be Horace, as well as yours ? " 
'.It is amazing what mountains we make out of 
imole-hills when we are in love ; into what Koh-i- 
ttoors we can transfer grains of sand,. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

WHEN Horace presented himself at Aunt 
Jane's the next evening, at five o'clock, he 
was told that the dinner hour had been deferred till 
six, as the barrels destined for the army were not yet 
packed, and the dining-room was in confusion. 

" Aunt Jane says you may come and help us, if 
you like," said Annie, after delivering this message. 
He followed her, therefore, to the dining-room, and, 
though it hurt him not a little, made himself very- 
useful. The girls were in high spirits, and made 
themselves merry over their work : still Horace felt 
that Annie treated him with evident friendliness, 
while Maggie kept out of his way as much as possible. 
Indeed, he did not know what to make of Maggie : 
every now and then, in the midst of her gaiety, there 
would come over her a fit of gravity, and silence that 
suggested some secret source of unrest. At last, 
when the barrels were full, and some articles still 
remained on their hands, Annie said : — 

** Now, Mr. Wheeler, jump into the barrels and 
crowd the things down : we must have room for 
these magazines and papers : some of the poor fellows 
in the hospital will be so glad oi iVv^m^ 
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• 

Horace cast a look of despair at Aunt Jane : his 
jumping days were over: but* must he tell these 
girls so, and get them to liking him out of mere 
pity ? 

Aunt Jane understood the look, and came to his 
rescue. 

" He is not half heavy enough," she said ; " I will 
call John ; John will answer the purpose far better. 
Meanwhile, Horace, suppose you write the address of 
these br.ri:ls on cards. Maggie, dear, can you find 
some cards ? " 

" Yes, here are some," she said, " and here is the 
address, just as I took it down when General Walton 
gave it to us." 

Horace almost snatched the paper from her in 
his eagerness to see this specimen of her handwrit- 
ing: his spirits sank when he found it quite unlike 
that in which his own name had been written so pro- 
fusely. He had been, up to this moment, so full of 
life and joy, that every one observed the change in 
him. The truth is that this trifling incident suddenly 
revealed to him how enchanted he had been in the 
bare hope that Maggie thought of him long enough 
at a time to write his name even once, and if she had 
done it from mere idleness. As to Annie — of course 
it was she — why, all she had done it for was to show 
what wonderfully graceful H's she could make ! 

" Mr. Wheeler is very moody, is he not, Maggie ? " 
Annie asked the next morning, at Vite^la^'^. 
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" Is he ? " said Maggie. 

" Yes ; and did you notice how he limped, last 
night ? I have no doubt he wears tight boots." 

** Very likely," said Maggie. She seemed a little 
pre-occupied, and unlike herself. The sudden 
change of manner that had come over Horace 
when she gave him the address, zX Aunt Jane's 
request, had been too striking not to make an 
impression upon her. "What had she done to 
annoy him } " she asked herself, and then reproached 
herself for caring, and then said she did not and 
could not care for a man who, in this hour of his 
country's peril, could keep out of the army if he 
tried. Yet, she watched for him, evening after even- 
ing ; whenever the bell rang, she fancied he liad 
come ; but he came not. Then she grew gentler 
and sweeter than ever, and Aunt Jane wondered that 
a man who had seen her, as Horace had, could help 
loving her; and said to herself that she had cast 
this pearl before swine. She had proclaimed herself 
as hating match-makers, and she was trying to be 
one as hard as she could. 

"To think of his not so much as calling, after 
the dinner I got up for him ! " she thought, with 
secret indignation. "Does he really imagine that 
such girls as these grow on every bush, and can 
be had for the asking?" And so she let Mrs. 
White's great darling, good-natured Tom come 
where Horace should have come^ ^xvd Vxlsd to 
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fancy that hewould " do " for Annie, at least. And 
Annie laughed at and bewildered and captivated 
him, and Maggie listened to his prosy talk with as 
n^uch deference as if it had been all alive with 
gems. Thus, when Horace at last made his appear- 
ance, he found them. Annie, who made no secret 
of her liking for her " cousin," as she usually called 
him, immediately left Maggie to entertain the 
wearisome Tom, and began to call him to account 
for his neglect. 

" Only to think," said she, " you are our own 
cousin, and have not been here for ten days ! What 
have you got to say for yourself } " 

" A great deal," he returned, " if I choose to say 
it But I don't intend to do so. Now, let me ask, 
why you hav*n*t been to see me ? " 

Annie laughed, and said she had thought of it, 
but didn't know where he lived ; whereupon, with 
mock gravity, he gave her his card. 

" I do believe," thought Maggie, " that he is giving 
her his photograph! It would be just like Annie to ask 
him for it." And she looked at her sister reprovingly, 
making signs that she must behave herself Annie 
subsided a little, but as soon as Tom White regained 
Maggie's attention, she began again, talking as if she 
had known him all her life, and with a friendliness, 
an evident liking for him, that might well have turned 
his head. « 

Aunt Jane was greatly ac;xt\d^\v^^^. ^^^ V?A. 
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never seen Annie in such gay spirits, nor looking so 
attractive ; it would be just like Horace to be caught 
by this bright girl, and just like Maggie to know so 
little of her own worth as to put up with Tom White. 
And Horace, with the firm conviction that he had 
made an impression upon her, and that Maggie was 
more than indifferent to him, wavered a little ; that 
is to say, he acknowledged that Annie was easier to 
get acquainted with than Maggie, and very amusing 
and entertaining. 

Meanwhile Tom White sat on pins and needles ; 
he hardly heard a word of what Maggie was saying, 
but was trying to hear what was going on on the other 
side of the room. He did so envy Horace the anima- 
tion with which he was able to respond to Annie's ; 
did so wish he were as handsome, as easy and 
graceful ! 

When the young men took leave. Aunt Jane told 
them they might come the next evening, if they 
chose, as she was going to have what she called a 
" Busy Bee." This proved to be a host of young 
girls equipped with needles and thread, who were to 
make up material provided by her for the soldiers. 
Horace hardly spoke to Maggie ; he did not know 
what he expected her to say and do, but, at any rate, 
he was dissatisfied with her; she on her part, scarcely 
looked at him, but while busy with her work, let 
Tom White, who could not get near Annie, sit by her 
side and weary her with his dullness. At last it so 
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happened that the scene changed ; Tom and Horace 
were called upon to scrape lint, and Annie and Maggie 
were sent for old linen for the purpose. When they 
returned with it, Horace had an opportunity to vent 
his growing discontent on Maggie. If he had known 
in what an unreasonable mood he was, he would not 
have spoken at all ; as it was, he said, with a smile, 
intended to cover the irritation with which he made 
the remark : 

"You have acquired such ascendancy over Mr. 
White, that I wonder you have not sent him into the 
army." 

Maggie made no reply, save by a quick glance of 
surprise and pain, which he misinterpreted. 

"She likes him !" he thought ; " I have seen it all 
the evening. I thought she had more sense." 

" Excuse me, I entreat," he added, aloud ; " if 
I had really dreamed that matters had gone so 
far " 

" What matters, and how far ? " asked Maggie, with 
some spirit, and yet not unkindly. 

" I really haven't a word to say," cried Horace. 
" But I hope you will not let such an unintentional 
piece of carelessness give you pain." 

"it was not unintentional," she replied, look- 
ing up to him, " you know it was not Yet I am 
ashamed of myself for caring. But sometimes in 
some moods, we are over sensitive, and a grain of 
sand will then tear and rend as ^ xwa.^^ ^V \^^i^^ 
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rock could not do at another time, or in a different 
mood." 

And then she disappeared ; whether through the 
floor or through a door, Horace, in his confusion at 
I what he had done, did not know. He was ashamed 
and angry with himself ; the whole thing had sprung 
up in a moment, and now he stood perfectly be- 
wildered where she had left him. He felt that he 
had settled it for ever, that she would dislike him ; 
yet, never had he realized, as now, how much she had 
become to him. Indeed, she had raised herself in his 
eyes by showing that her extreme gentleness was not 
a mere negative charm ; that she could be roused and 
inspirited, and made to resent a wrong without any 
unchristian anger. 

When Maggie disappeared from his view she 
meant to speed to her room as fast as her feet could 
carry her, and have a good cry. But a horror of 
being cross-questioned about it by Annie, v/ho would 
be sure to find it out, and just as likely as not to tell 
everybody that "pur Mag" had been crying, — this 
made her control herself, and go steadily to work, as 
far off from Horace as she could get. She seated 
herself near a group of girls who were making them- 
selves merry over a grey shirt, which somebody had 
apparently cut for Goliath of Gath. 

" We might all get into it," said one. 

" It will do for a shirt and blanket in one," said 
another. 
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"Captain Wheeler says that the great fault of the 
garments sent to the army is their enormous size/' 
said a third. "Poor fellow ! they say his artificial leg 
hurts, at times, dreadfully, and I have no doubt it 
does to-night, for I just saw him leaning against the 
wall, looking pale and haggard." 

" He has never been as strong since he lost his 
limb as he was before," was the reply. 

Maggie's heart stopped beating. How many times 
she had told him that she was ashamed of every 
young man, in good health, who was not in the army 
— and all the time be knew that he had given his 
country all he could I She was not usually impulsive; 
she was in the habit of taking counsel with herself 
before she took a decisive step. But now she rose 
with a quick, energetic movement, that said she 
must not lose a moment, crossed the room, and stood 
before Horace with a kindling face. 

"I have misjudged you cruelly," she said, with 
difficulty keeping back the tears that filled her eyes. 
" I never knew you had been wounded ; if I had I 
should have honoured and — " loved you for it, she 
came near adding in her excitement. 

" Don't speak to me ; don't look at me ! " he said. 
" I thought I was ashamed enough before, but you 
have annihilated me now." 

She could not trust herself to say any more, and 
returned to her seat, where she found Annie had 
joined the group, and was VisUtvvtv^ lo ;v. ^^\al^^^ 
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account of the battle in which Horace had lost his 
limb, and all about his heroism at the time. 

" It made another man of him," said Clara Reed, 
biting off a thread. " He used to be so worldly and 
so fond of fashionable society ; and now he is as good 
as he can be.*' 

** I mean to go and ask him to tell me all about' 
it," said Annie. 

" Don't, Annie ; " cried Maggie, holding her back ; 
" you'll say something to annoy him," 

" Something that will annoy you, you mean," said 
Annie, laughing, and breaking from her. " I'll 
promise not to breathe your name." 

So she pumped him well, and he told his story in 
a manly way, that would have beea brief had she 
allowed it. 

" Well," she said, gaily, at last, " I suppose 
you don't mind it much. YouVe got the glory 
and the honour ; and it's so nice that you don't 
have to go on crutches ; why I never dreamed that 
anything ailed you, except that you wore tight boots, 
and Maggie said — oh,, but I promised Maggie that 
I wouldn't lisp her name, so I can't tell what she said, 
but it was something nice. Oh, it wasn't about you ; 
you needn't think it ! Don't you like our Maggie ? 
But I forget ; you do not know her ; and considering 
how intimate you and I are, it is a little queer that 
you don't know her as well." . 

' So he and Annie were intimate, 'wet^^^^.^ Cutting 
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this statement by the side of the scribbled envelope, 
Horace felt his blood run cold. Next news he should 
hear was that he was engaged to her. And he had 
never liked her so little as at this moment, when she 
could rattle on about the tragedy of his life as she 
would talk to a wooden doll that had lost the tip of 
its nose. 

Yet, Annie was by no means the heartless girl he 
was at the moment disposed to believe her to be. 
She was inexperienced, and thoughtless, and im- 
pulsive, and had seen very little of the world ; that 
was all. 

Aunt Jane espied Horace standing alone and 
apart from everybody not long after, and saw that 
something was amiss. She went up to him kindly, 
and asked him if the evening had wearied him. 

" No," he said, " the evening has not." 

She saw that he did not want to be questioned, 
so she left him, and very soon the young ladies 
began to prepare to take leave, and there was a deal 
of laughing and talking as they at last went off in 
twos and threes. 

Horace knew he ought to go too, yet lingered. If 
he could only get one more look from Maggie, and 
could only force her to forget how rude he had been. 
But he got neither word nor look. She was hard at 
work gathering up the various articles over which the 
girls had been busy, folding, sorting, and carrying 
them off in her arms, as if this l\^.d b^^Yv Vv^x ^^^ 
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business all her life. But Annie hovered round him, 
full of gay talk ; she had forgotten all about theloss 
of his limb, and only thought how handsome he W2is, 
and how nice it was to have him like her so. 

Horace went home in the comfortless state of 
mind familiar to those who have been left to do, in 
one or two little sentences, what they feel they cannot 
undo in a lifetime. There are few warm-hearted 
people who do not sometimes say in their haste what 
nothing would tempt them to say at their leisure, and 
then, how they chafe under the sense of their own 
folly. 

" How could I rally her about Tom White ! " 
said Horace to his forlorn self. "She must have 
seen how horribly jealous I was. It's all up with 
me ; she says I did it on purpose, so, of course, she 
thinks I deliberately went to work to annoy her. V\\ 
keep out of her way henceforth ; as for Annie, why 
couldn't she have taken to Tom } Vva sure she 
could make something of him, if she'd only take him 
in hand. 

He held good to his resolution to keep out of 
Maggie's way till the following Sunday, when he 
went to church with his heart all in a flutter at the 
idea of sitting in the same pew with her. But he 
found only Aunt Jane and Annie there, and pre- 
tended he was glad of that, since his mind would not 
be withdrawn by her presence from the real object 
that had brought him to ttve \vo\3ls^ ol ^od.. ^tvd 
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-then that gladness was dispelled by Maggie's coming 
in a little late, and with a lovely colour suffusing her 
cheeks as he rose to let her enter the pew. She had 
some books in her hand, that showed she had been 
to some mission-school, with Tom White, no doubt 
but he enjoyed having her sit next to him, for all 
that. Indeed, he was so conscious of that enjoy- 
ment, that when the service was over he dared not 
look at her ; he felt that everybody would know how 
he loved her if he gave her even so much as a glance, 
and so he walked away. Yes, how he loved her, for 
he could no longer conceal from himself that she had 
been hardly out of his thoughts since the day he had 
heard her sweet and earnest words in the train, 
four weeks ago. 




CHAPTER IX. 

THE next day h^ received cards for Miss Fitz- 
simmons* wedding, which was to take place in 
a fashionable church, |ind a note from that young 
lady, requesting him to act as groomsman on the 
occasion. He was seriously annoyed, yet to refuse 
was impossible, and as an interview was necessary, he 
had to call. 

"All the handsome young men have been killed 
off in this horrid war," she said, as they met, " and 
Hattie Foot is such a beauty that I wanted her to 
have you to stand up with." 

This quasi compliment did not melt the hard heart 
with which Horace stood before her : so he had got 
to be set over against Harriet Foot, and would be 
thought to be returning to'her set. 

" Aunt Jane will be sure to bring them both to the 
wedding," he thought, " and what will they think ? " 
And then he suggested to the bride elect that it 
would not be a very graceful progress up the broad 
aisle of the church, if he came limping in the pro- 
cession. 

'*Oh, that need not trouble you," she cried, "I 
like to display my hero friends \ "NN^ claoo^^ ^ovi 
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on purpose, Hattie and I. It is all the fashion now 
to make much of those who have fought for our 
beloved country." 

So there he was. 

"I wish I could get married to-morrow," he 
thought, "if only to escape this farce. Our beloved 
country, indeed?" 

And then there had to be a rehearsal of the 
marriage ceremohy before that ceremony took place, 
and he got all mixed up with the old set in such a 
way, that he felt like a fly caught in a web. 

At last the wedding-day arrived, and Miss Fitz- 
simmons, all lace and diamonds, was made to 
promise to love and honour an insignificant-looking 
little man, with his hair parted in the middle, who 
looked not a little frightened, as well he might. No 
one would have suspected who witnessed the scene 
in the church that day that a fierce and cruel war 
was raging in the country ; the display of dress 
and fashionable array of spectators offered a fearful 
contrast to the poverty and wretchedness covering, 
as with a gloomy pall, so large a part of it. Horace 
reproached himself for participating in this pageant, 
and his heart wandered away from the elaborate 
lady on his arm to a little modest figure, that he 
felt must be' there, though he would not have pro- 
faned her by a look, if he had known where. 

Quite late in the evening, after the brilliant bridal 
reception was over, he encountered To^ccv "^^vvX.^ \\n. 
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the supper-room, who blushed like a girl as he asked 
if he could have an interview with him next morning. 
Fancying he had gained a new client, Horace named 
an early hour of the following day, and went hon^ 
jaded and out of spirits. The world he had just left 
had never looked so hollow and unsatisfactory ; he 
hoped he should never have to enter it again. 

At the appointed hour Tom White made his ap- 
pearance, and after any amount of circumlocuti<5n, 
finally blurted out his business in this wise: 

** I say, Captain Wheeler, we can't both have her 
and I can't endure this suspense any longer. I made 
her acquaintance before you did, and never cared for 
anybody else. Now, I'll act fairly and squarely, if 
you will. You may propose first, and if she accepts 
you, I'll retreat, and leave the field to you. If she 
refuses, I want you to quit it, and let me try my 
chance, which is poor enough, I know." 

Horace thus challenged, knew not what to say. 
Must he own his secret to this Tom White } But 
then that young gentleman had already taken pos- 
session of it. 

" I think," said Tom, waxing bold, as he saw that 
his rival shrank from him, " that if I can be frank 
and speak ujt, you can. It will hot cost you any 
more than it does me." 

" But it is not the thing," said Horace, " to make 
proposals to young ladies in their absence from home. 
Vou must at least wait till tivey rtXwxtv" 
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'* Oh, that's an old-fashioned notion," cried Tom. 
''My mother, \vho is the pink of propriety, says 
that their aunt has given her sanction to my plan ; 
that is as far as it concerns myself; of course I 
have not compromised you." 

"Let me suggest then that you take the matter 
into your own hands. Propose to both of them, if 
you choose; I will not stand in your light. You 
can offer a position that it is* not probable I ever 
can do ; and at all events I am not prepared or 
disposed to pay my addresses to any young lady at 
present." 

" I ask your pardon, then," said Tom. " I had 
quite the contrary impression. And really, when 
I come to think of it, and realize that whatever your 
feelings are towards her, she has such a preference 
for you, I hardly dare to take a step in the matter. 
But before you made your appearance she did seem 
fond of me." 

" Indeed 1" said Horace, dryly, and with great 
inward disgust. 

" Yes ; don't you think it is a little particular when 
a young lady gives you her photograph ?" 

"Why, yes, decidedly so," said Horace, burning 
with secret rage. 

" To be sure it was done in a hasty moment, and 
she wouldn't accept mine in return, but laughed at 
me for offering it. Indeed, she is alway laughing at 
me^ as you must have seen," 
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"May I inquire of whom you are speaking?'* 
asked Horace, to whom it suddenly occurred that 
it did not seem like Maggie to be always laughing 
at anybody. 

" Why, of Miss Annie Wyman, of course," replied 
Tom. 

" Ah, well, my dear fellow, that field is quite open 
to you. I have no thought' of addressing that 
piquant young lady, and if she was fond of you 
once she is no doubt fond of you still. Go ahead. 
I wish you all sorts of good luck." 

He was so relieved that he could hardly help 
hugging Tom ; and Tom could have leaped for joy, 

"I'll do it," he declared, "the first chance I get. 
Or at least as soon as I get courage." And then 
the new client walked away, and Horace drew a 
long breath. 

" If he does not care for her, why should she care 
for him .?" he thought. " I'll go to-night and watch 
her more closely than ever." 

And so he did. But Maggie met him with 
apparent indifference. She had seen him figuring in 
a worldly scene, apparently quite at home in it, and 
felt more out of sympathy with him than she had 
ever done. She had been led to believe that sinc6 
the loss of his limb he had cut himself off from 
fashionable society, and devoted himself to all she 
loved best But here he was, at a gay wedding, with 
^ stylish, elegantly dressed young lady oti \v\^ ^\t«x^ 
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laughing and talking with her as with one with 
whom he felt on equal terms. She believed the pain 
this gave her was due to the sense that his Christian 
tone was lower than she had fancied it ; in a measure 
this was true. But perhaps some lower sentiments 
mingled unconsciously with the higher ones ; perhaps 
ishe felt that he who could choose the society of a 
Harriet Foot could hardly really value her own. 
Yet the contrast between her serene face and modest 
attire and the scene he had witnessed and shared 
in at the wedding was making her dear to him, and 
he knew it. That scene had revealed to him how 
changed he was since the days when he used to seek 
happiness among them ; how much less and yet how 
much more he expected from life. 

Annie, meanwhile, was as attentive to him as ever, 
full of gay and fearless talk, like one sure of the 
ground on which she walked, but as silent towards 
Tom White as Maggie wa» towards him. For Tom 
was there, as large as life, swelling with his secret, 
yet close at Maggie's side, for if she wasn't the rose, 
hadn't she dwelt near the rose ? 

" Our Mag is going home to-morrow," Annie said, 
at last. " One of the children has the measles, and 
of course they'll all have it. And she thinkd 
mother will need one of us to help her through the 
siege. 

"Why don't you go, then ?" asked llQV'a.ce^vcYL<i.d. 
to think of losing sight of Mag^v^* 
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" I can't tear myself away from you! "she returned, 
laughing. 

These words ought to have fallen upon Tom*s ears 
like balm, for they could not have been spoken in 
that open way by one whose heart secretly belonged 
to him she addressed. But he was obtuse enough to 
take them literally, and to become so downcast that 
everybody was relieved to see him soon take himself, 
off. The four then drew close together around the 
fire, and talked of Maggie's departure; Horace 
now learned for the first time that she lived in the 
little town of Stafford, four miles off the railroad. 

" Do you make the journey alone ? " asked 
Horace. 

" Oh, yes ; Aunt Jane sends John with me to the 
station, and he gets my ticket and sees me off, and 
my father meets me at Grafton ; we have then only 
the four miles to drive." 

The next morning beheld the unaccustomed sight 
of Horace Wheeler arraying himself for the day by 
gaslight, and seven o'clock found him at the station, 
just as Maggie, a little behind time, came driving up. 
She gave a great start of joy when sh^ saw him ; but 
he did not see it, and as it did not suit him to be 
recognized by John, he skulked off. 

'* How could I be so foolish ? " Maggie asked her-* 
self. "Why should I fancy, even for a moment, that 
he came to see 7Ue off? But then, he may have come 
/or -Annie's sake." John, having seen her safely in 
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her seat, at once took his departure, and Horace in- 
stantly appeared. He had had no special design 
in coming, had made no programme, did not know 
what he meant to say. There were only a few 
minutes before the train was off, but in those few 
minutes both were so embarrassed, said such stupid 
things that in after days neither could recall a single 
word. But he went away a happy man, for the time, 
at least, and the train hardly dashed more rapidly on 
its way than did Maggie's joyous heart. 

" Maggie has come home nicer than ever," said the 
hero of the measles to his brother that night. 

** She couldn't be any nicer ! " was the reply. 

" She kissed me twice when she went away, but 
she kissed me four times when she got back," per- 
sisted the hero. 

Ah, you foolish little man; it was not you she 
kissed ! 

''It was not necessary for you to come home, 
Maggie dear," said her mother. 

" I thought it was ; besides, I wanted to come." 
And so she slipped into her old place, the same, yet 
not the same, hardly daring to whisper to herself the 
sweet secret that had been but half betrayed ; wonder- 
ing if she had betrayed her own, the knowledge of 
which had come to her in a sudden flash in those few 
trembling minutes in the train. 

It was one of those stormy nights on which Horace 
chose to visit Aunt Jane, with the hope to have her 
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all to himself. For this little old lady, with her bright 
ways and straightforward yet not unkind .words, was 
in great demand, and it was long since he had had 
a private interview with her. But now he knew that 
Annie had gone to dine with Mr. White's mother, 
and that her dangerous ears, so ready to prick up at 
the sound of news, were safely out the way. And he 
had made up his mind to open his heart to Aunt 
Jane like a son. 

But it was not easy. He did not know when or 
how to begin, and sat holding the ball from which 
she was knitting in his hands, wishing she would 
speak first 

" Aunt Jane," he at last got out, " you are . so 
^killed at reading my heart that I don't believe it is 
necessary to tell you what is in it." 

" No," she replied, with much feeling, "you need 
not. There are many good things in it, and among 
those good things I see my little Maggie; do I 
not?" 

"And do you think there is any chance for me?" 

"Ah, that is a question I cannot answer. You 
know I have often told you that girls have a great 
knack at keeping their likings and dislikings to 
themselves." 

" What am I to do, then ?" 

" Why, you are to act in your usual straightforward 
wa,y, and write and tell her how you feel, like a 
man. " 
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" Oh, I couldn't write. I must see her. I am 
.going • to Stafford to-morrow, unless you advise 
against it" 

"But I do advise against it. You*d catch the 
measles." 

"Fvehad them." 

" Maggie will not be able to see you. Those boys 
are her regular tyrants when they're sick." 

"There's another thing I want to consult you 
about. A friend of mine has a paper in his posses- 
sion on which 'his name is scribbled some score 
of times. Should he presume that the lady who 
wrote it did this because she particularly cared for 
him .?" 

" If he is as modest as most men, he will presume 
it, whatever I may say. I should advise your friend 
to put that paper into the fire, and think and speak 
of it no more. Such a document might be the result 
of mere idleness." 

Well, an old, crumpled, yellow envelope is not 
much of a "document," save in the hands of a 
lover, and Horace mentally followed Aunt Jane's 
suggestion. 

" But, notwithstanding the measles, I am tempted 
to go to Stafford," he went on, and upset a vase of 
flowers on the table to show his zeal. 

" At all events you need not sop up water with 
one of my best handkerchiefs ; or what is better, you 
need not upset my vases." 
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'* I ask your pardon, Aunt Jane," he said so meekly 
that her kind old heart yearned over him. " I did 
not observe that it was your handkerchief." 

" I have heard that love is blind," she repHed;^- 
" Well, if you will go, let me post you up as to the 
trains. You will go by the early one, six or half«f 
past six ; you will reach Grafton in time for the 
stage to Stafford. You'll take your supper at thei 
tavern, get yourself up in your most enchanting 
style, and reach the parsonage a little after seven* 
You will find no one at home save Mrs. Wyman and: 
the boys. Mr. Wyman will be at the prayer-meetingi 
down in the cellar of his meeting-house, and Maggie,: 
after nursing the boys all day, will be there, too ; I 
know her mother's ways well enough for that. So: 
you can chat with mamma till they get home. By- 
the-by, I hardly think you know what a truly reli^ 
gious girl my Maggie is." 

"A single sentence on that head was my first 
attraction to her," he replied, lingering with his hati 
in his hand. " I could not love a young lady no2f^_ 
who was not truly and deeply religious. Oh, Aunt ; 
Jane, how you have changed me !" 

"How God has changed you, you mean. To 
think that a simple little country girl like Maggie 
Wyman has won the heart that none of the attractive 
young ladies here, with all their advantages, have 
ever touched! Good-bye, my dear boy, I congratu- 
late you, and m/self too, in adva^tvQe;" 
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/' Thank you for those kind words," he said, with 
much feeh'ng. 

He had not made up his mind to the step he was 
tK>w about to take without much reflection and 
much pra_yer. It was a very serious, weighty thing 
with hiih; so different from his proposal to Miss 
Fitzsimmons that he shuddered to think what would 
have become of him if she had accepted him. 

But he was resolved to be very cool and quiet 
with Maggie, so that she need not be moved by com- 
passion to accept him. And if she refused him, he 
meant to be yet more cool and quiet, and never let 
her know the pain she had given him. On his 
journey he tried to think how he should manage 
things, provided he should find Mrs. Wyman at 
home and alone, as, according to Aunt Jane, he was 
likely to do ; should he introduce himself and tell 
her his errand ? What, speak to a perfect stranger 
of the secret he had guarded so jealously that he 
had found it so hard to reveal to his second mother. 
Aunt Jane ? His beating heart warned him to lay 
no plans, but to trust itself to Providence, and let it 
have its own way. 

Meanwhile Maggie was enacting the sweet daugh- 
ter and sister, unconscious that he about whom she 
quarrelled so much with herself was every moment 
drawing nearer. She had a habit of holding silent 
conversations with him, which vexed her extremely; 
Bs she moved about her househoVd X^sVa ^tA ^-^ "^ 
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the long seams she had to sew, or went up tlie village 
street on her little errands, she was telling him aU 
she ever did, and then, detecting herself in it, wojuld 
break off suddenly with great confusion and self?- 
reproach. To-day she fancied she had gained great 
dominion over herself in this respect, for she had no 
such temptations; but the truth was, the children had 
made her read to them, or tell them stories so dilii- 
gently that she had not had time to think. 

" Maggie dear," said her mother, " I want you to 
go to meeting to-night ; it will do you good after 
being shut up all day.'* 

" But they say you can carry the measles about 
in your hair," returned Maggie. " I can change my 
clothes, but I can't leave my hair at home very 
conveniently." 

" I think that's all nonsense," said Mrs. Wyman. 
" Besides, there won't be any children there this cold 
night, and all the grown folks are safe." 

*' And I can sit near the door and slip out without 
speaking to anyone," said Maggie, who really wanted 

to go. 

She usually went to the evening meetings in her 
every-day dress, which was simple enough, but as 
she had now to change it, she put on a pretty blue 
one, in which Horace had seen her, and she well 
remembered his saying that girls should never wear 
any other colour. 
''Here he is again ! " she said to \\^is»dl, ''\ ^xa 



Aunt Jane's Hero. 91 

so ashamed of myself I don't know what to do ! 

ft 

How he would despise me if he could see my 
tlioughts ! " 

She slipped into the lecture-room and took her 
scat in a dark corner, feeling very little in her own 
eyes, and intending, as she had said, to slip out and • 
come home the instant the meeting was over. 

But she came out into the darkness with her arm 
in a man's arm, her hand clasped in his hand, trem- 
bling, flushed, triumphant. How they managed it 
no mortal knows. What he said to her, if he said 
anything, he never told ; she never could tell what 
she said to him, for she never spoke a word. The 
very utmost that could afterwards be got out of 
either of theni was this : that Horace happened to 
come to meeting, and happened, which was true, to 
step into the seat near the door, where she happened 
to be sitting, and what was more natural than for 
him to see her safely home } 

Maggie frightened her mother not a little by 
tumbling into her arms and bursting out crying ; 
but it did not take long to tell the rest of the story, 
and to make up a fire in the parlour where Horace 
sat freezing, and introduce him as Aunt Jane*s par- 
ticular friend. 

And then they took him right in with such deli- 
cious simplicity, never cumbering their heads with 
the question how their country ways would strike 
Tiim, and loving him right ofE b^c^acvx^^ Vi.^ Vssi^^ ^>^ 
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Maggie! He went through the form of spending 
his nights at the tavern, but there was precious little 
formality of any other sort. Maggie took him into 
the kitchen and made him break eggs, which, how- 
ever, she would not trust him to beat; introduced 
him into the nursery and constrained him to tell 
stories about his army-life; and invited him to 
shovel a path for her to the well. If he loved her 
when she sat quietly and demurely in Aunt Jane's 
parlour, how did he feel now that he saw what a 
gladsome, happy little creature she was; perfectly 
at ease, kindly affect ioned towards everybody, yet 
reserving the depth and tenderness of her nature for 
him alone 1 

Aunt Jane, Annie, and Tom White were sitting 
together one evening at the close of the week, Annie 
behaving like one possessed, Tom cast down and 
silent, when in came Horace. All rose to meet him, 
when, without ceremony, he took Aunt Jane in his 
arms and kissed her, and then Annie. 

" I left them all well at your house this morning," 
he said to the astonished young girl. "Ah, Mr. 
White, I'm very happy to see you," and he looked 
as if he would kiss him too. 

" You have been to Stafford.^ Been to our house .^^ 
cried Annie. " Don't go, Mr. White," she said, see- 
ing that young man about to make a precipitate 
retreat "And what did they say.^ Do they want 
me to come home ? Did you se^ M.^^^v^t'^ 
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" I did see Maggie ! " he returned, in a tone that 
told his story; whereupon Annie began to cry. Tom 
White's heart concluded to begin to beat again, and 
Aunt Jane cried and laughed and called herself an 
old fool. 

" Sit down and tell us all about it," she said at 
last. 

" I have lived a year since I saw you," he replied, 
" and it would take a year to tell about it." But he 
began his story with great animation, and the eager 
talker and the eager listener did not observe that 
Tom and Annie had miraculously disappeared. 

** I thought he v/as in love with you," said Tom, 
"and that is the reason I never dared to speak out. 
And I thought you loved him. Indeed, I don't know 
what I didn't think. And when he rushed in just 
now, and caught you and kissed you, I came near 
fainting away on the spot." 

" I never would have forgiven you if you had ! " 
she declared. " And how absurd it was in you to 
fancy I cared for him, when you might have seen — 
only you are such a dear blind old goose." 

Well, it is not fair to listen any longer. It sufficeat 
that two more souls had got into that earthly para- 
dise wherein lovers have walked ever since Adam and 
Eve walked in the garden, perfectly convinced that 
there never was any experience to be compared to 
tlieirs. 

And now, havliifj conducted K>\tvt'\^t^^^V^^ti '^xA. 
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his heroine to the threshold of a new life, shall we 
discreetly allow 'them to cross it alone? Or shall 
we cross it with them and look into the prose that 
follows the poem ; or is there to be another poem 
and no prose ? 




"X-^J^^^ 





CHAPTER X. 

THE year that had opened so cvcntfully for 
Horace and Maggie proved to be the final' 
year of the war ; and the first beautiful days of 
October were celebrated in the little Stafford par- 
sonage by two simple weddings ; both Maggie and 
Annie were to leave the home where they had spent 
their happy childhood, and sail forth upon an un- 
known sea. Indeed, Annie was to do this literally ; 
for Tom was going to take her to Europe, and she 
was in a state of great bewilderment between him 
and his presents and his radiant delight over her. 

Maggie, on the contrary, was going to be esta- 
blished in an obscure street, the wife of a poor man ; 
she was going to meet with embarrassments and 
endure privations ; lonely hours lay before her, and 
hours * that would require all her courage and forti- 
tude. But she was more than fearless; she was 
thoroughly happy. To live with Horace I What 
could she ask besides ? 

When his marriage was decided on, Horace had- 
many consultations with Aunt Jane, inclining to the 
opinion, which she was aWaya t^^dj^ \.c> ^^p^^ '^''^ 
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with Ills limited and uncertain means it would be 
best to give up the long-talked of little home, 

"If we live in that street nobody will come near 
us/' he objected, when Aunt Jane, after endless 
drives, had at last found a house in which he could 
afford to five. " Besides, I want to put Maggie into 
a spot more worthy of her." 

** Yes, but you can't live like a rich man and at the 
same time be a poor one." 

" I know. But this is such a low, vulgar sort of 
street And the house looks worthy of the street." 

" Yes." There was a pause of some moments. 

** The truth is, I want you to set an example ta 
the hosts of young men who are living unsatisfac- 
tory, bachelor, boarding-house lives. In nine cases 
out of ten pride lies at the bottom of these lives. 
Because they can't begin where their fathers and 
mothers left off, they won't begin at all. They dry 
up and stagnate for want of an object. Look at 
Ned Long. He is a man of real talent ; if he had a 
wife and children, and were forced to exert himself, 
he would make his mark in the world. As it is, he 
contents himself with just making a living. Am I 
not right?" 

" Yes, you are. But if I had a wife and half a 
dozen children, I should not work harder than I da. 
now. So your remarks do not apply to me." 

"Because you are expecting a wife. Now, I. 
know that I am urging you to ^ c;v.T^^t \Vvafc will. 
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, require very great moral courage. And I know 
that it was easier for you to foce the cannon's mouth 
on the field of battle than it is now to face what 
people will say. We are cowards, all of us, sad 

cowards." 

This roused him. "I'll take the house," he said, 

with decision. "After all, it is nobody's business 

how and where I live." 

"And Maggie is so unworldly, and loves you, and 
,is, besides, so independent that she will be just as 
happy in an obscure as in an aristocratic street. And 
now, as to the furnishing of this house, what sum 
can you afford to spend upon that } For, of course, 
Maggie's father can give her very little besides his 
blessing." 

"I have what my father left me at his death. 
Where he lived, and as he lived, it was quite a sum. 
In this city it is next to nothing at all." And 
ashamed to speak the words, he wrote the figures on 
^ card and handed it to her. 

. "Why, this will do nicely!" cried she. "You 
jpust remember that Maggie has been used to very 
simple things, and that she will content herself with 
very few." 

" I am sure the parlour at the parsonage was as 

pretty as a picture," said Horace. 

" Yet there is not an expensive article in it. Its 
pleasant, home-like air was given it by the girls. 
They have both some taste •, M^^^g^v^ V*^^ ^ N|<:i^^ 
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deal, and you, too, can have a parlour ' as pretty as 
a picture,' if you will let me send for her and let us 
furnish your house to suit ourselves." 

" I shall be only too thankful," he said. . 

So Maggie came, the happiest little thing to be 
imagined, and showed that she had as wise a head 
as she had loving a heart. She would not so much 
as look at such upholstery as Horace had fancied 
indispensable to housekeeping, but cut and planned 
and fitted with her own hands till she had made a 
little bower of bliss out of the house whose outside 
looked so shabby and that was so homelike within. 
Horace was not allowed to set foot in it, but was 
obliged to live on what faith he had in Aunt Jane 
and in Maggie, till he brought the latter home as his 
wife, and found himself sitting with her at their own 
cosy breakfast-table. 

"Why, what have you done to this old house?" 
he cried. " It looks as fresh and cheery as this 
bright morning ! I am sure Aunt Jane has slyly 
used her own purse, in addition to ours." 

"No, that she hasn't!" cried Maggie, in great 
triumph. She sat opposite him looking like a rose — 
a pink, not a red rose — and he took her in as a part 
of the picture that satisfied and gladdened his eyes. 
He was so happy ; this little home was so different 
from any home he had ever known that he fancied 
he had never been happy before. He could reach, 
across the small table and catch \vet \\;xTvd^, ^Tvi did 
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catch them ; if they had been red once they were 
not red now, though somewhat plump and childlike. 

" And now must I leave this little paradise and go 
off to my office ?" he said, as they at last rose from 
this their first meal together as husband and wife. 

" Not yet," said Maggie ; *' we haven't had prayers 
yet, you know." And she brought the Bible, her 
father's parting-gift, and placed it in his hands. 

He had not thought of this ; it startled him a 
little, as suggesting that he was now at the head of 
a household. Yet the thought was pleasant ; he felt 
himself twice the man he had done, as he took the 
book from his wife, and the simple, almost boyish 
prayer he offered, as she knelt by his side, came from 
a very happy, thankful heart. 

It is not necessary to tell how many times they 
took leave of each other that morning; perhaps 
nobody knows. But at last he got away, and Maggie 
watched him till he was out of sight, and would gladly 
have gone with him if she might. 

And now, if she had been at a boarding-house, 
she would have had a long, tedious day before her. 
As it was, she had dinner to order, and her trunks 
to unpack, and many a little touch to give the rooms 
they had occupied. And the dinner was a study. 
She wanted everything to be agreeable to Horace, 
yet knew she had precious little money to work 
with. Fortunately, she had never in her life kaov^tv 
whatitwas to get along save OTv\.\ve ^X.xVcX.e.'sX. Q:cQ^':jr^^ 



icx> Aunt Janets Hero. 

She thought of many things she knew how to make 
to perfection, but was astonished to find she must not 
make them, because milk and eggs, the great staples 
at home, cost so much here. And when she went 
into the kitchen to consult with the angelic being 
there, she found her to be far more human than 
divine, and not at all disposed to an invasion of her 
domains. 

" I thought," Maggie began, " that I would have a 
beefsteak-pudding for dinner, for one thing, and i" 

" There ain't no beefsteak left," quoth Biddy, 

"Where is it, then.''" 

" Gave it away.** 

" Don't do that again, Biddy. We shall have to 
live economically, and everything is very high." 

"I don't think I shall suit," quoth Biddy. "I 
ain't fond of economical ladies, nor of stingy ones 
either. I can't live in a place where they begrudge 
a morsel to the poor." 

" We don't begrudge it," said Maggie, unruffled.; 
she was too happy to make heriself wretched about 
trifles. " But we choose to give what we have to 
give with our own hands, not through yours." 

" I don't think I shall suit," repeated Biddy, and 
chipped the edge off one of the new plates by banging 
it into the dish-pan. 

"Very well," said Maggie. "You need not stay 

unless you choose. I know how to do everything 

that is done in a house, and 1 catv ^el tcvy W^^M'^ 
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dinner as well as you can ; and shall enjoy doing it, 
too." 

"She ain't easy to put down/* reflected Biddy. 
" I thought she was so sweet-spoken that she hadn't 
no spunk. But there's only two of *em ; it's an easy 
place, and Fm agoing to stay." And then she pro- 
duced the beef steak, which she had only given away 
prospectively to one of her numerous " cousins," and 
paid some heed to Maggie's directions about dinner, 
though with a lowering countenance, and a further 
injury to plates and platters. 

Here was prose with a vengeance. 

"I'll get along with her, somehow," thought 
Maggie. "It is foolish to let such little things 
annoy one." But she was annoyed, and when she 
went upstairs and found in what a slatternly way 
her room had been summarily arranged, she was 
annoyed again, for there were the marks of two dirty 
hands on the new white quilt, and of the same soiled 
fingers on both doors. 

" After this I will take care of my room myself," 
she said to Biddy. 

"Suit yourself," was the glum reply. "I ain't 
fond of chamber-work." But the next morning, as 
she was sweeping her room, after the final litter 
of unpacking, Biddy marched in with a white tarleton 
dress over her arm, and a host of pink ribbons in 
her hands. 

^'Look here, change work, m\\ 'v^'^ ^^^ 5jc:X*C!Cc^ 
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dress to trim against a ball to-night, and can't make 
the bows to suit me/* Maggie was perfectly be- 
wildered by the audacity of this proposal. 

"Oh, Biddy!" she cried, "do you spend your hard 
earnings for such finery as this ?" 

"I suppose it*s nobody's business how I spend 
'em," returned Biddy. 

" I don't approve of young girls like you going to 
balls," said Maggie. "Think how much more re- 
spectable it is to stay at home and sew and read, 
and dress according to your station." 

V I can't read, and I ain't fond of sewing." 

" Let me teach you to read, then ! " cried Maggie, 
eagerly. 

" It ain't no use. And them ladies as thinks a poor 
girl as has worked hard all day ain't to have no fun 
when it comes at night ain't no ladies." 

Maggie made no reply. What would Horace 
think, if, when he came home at night, he found 
her getting dinner instead of flying to meet him, 
nicely dressed, ds he expected } She felt herself 
under bondage, and Biddy felt it, too. 

Aunt Jane came an uninvited, but very welcome 
guest, to lunch, ' and as she had secured Biddy's 
services, she made all sorts of inquiries that brought 
the whole truth to light. 

" Dear me, this won't do," said she. " Mrs. Crane 

gave her an excellent character. But you want a 

quiet, respectful servant, not one of tVvese wild^ saucy 
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young things. Never mind ; let her stay her month 
out, and then dismiss her. I suppose, dear, you 
expected to meet with trials V* 

"Yes, Aunt Jane, but not just these. However, 
one can stand anything for a month." 

" And how is my boy ?" 

" Horace ? Oh, he*s well, and as happy as pos- 
sible. You ought to have seen him when he came 
home last night ! however, Fm glad you didn't. 
And he's so good to me ! I'm getting so conceited 
and silly > " 

** It does me good to hear it," quoth Aunt Jane. 
" But don't expect too much. Horace will have his 
hard days and yoy'll have yours, it won't always be 
sailing on a glass sea ; but you must determine to 
be happy whatever betides." 

But they sailed on something very like it, week 
after week. Biddy aggravated Maggie, and a good 
many people aggravated Horace, but when he came 
home at night to the cosy little parlour and the 
loving little wife, and they had their simple dinner 
together, and he sat on the sofa with the plump, yet 
elastic figure cuddled close to his side, he felt that he 
could defy the whole world, and she forgot that it 
had any Biddys in it. 

There was peculiar tenderness in Maggie's love 
for her husband ; he could not conceal from her 
that he suffered, and this made her demand less 
from him than you**^ wives, are a^t to d<,t«v^^^\ 



104 Aunt Janets Hero, 

made her give him far more than he ever dreamed of 
asking. 

So evening after evening slipped by. Sometimes 
they lived over again those few weeks when a mys- 
terious power was attracting them to each other, 
never wearying of those little details to which no 
third person could listen in patience, and sometimes 
lost in that delicious silence which is communion 
still. They did not want to go anywhere, nor to 
have anyone come to see them ; yet there were two 
evenings of each week which broke in upon these 
luxurious habits ; one was the prayer-meeting, and 
on one they dined regularly at Aunt Jane's. 

So the month slipped away, and Biddy was re- 
placed by a modest-looking maiden, who moved 
about as if she had a cannon-ball tied to each foot, 
but who soon began to love her quiet home, and to 
serve Maggie with real devotion. 

" I hope you will be contented and happy with 
us,*' said Maggie, when Mary made her appearance. 
"If anything goes wrong, come right away and tell 
me. Are you fond of reading } " 

" I don't think anything will go wrong," said Mary, 
looking admiringly at the sweet face that smiled on 
her so kindly. " Fm always contented where families 
is kind to me. Yes, Fm very fond of reading of an 
evening, when my work is done up." 

'^ I hope you won't be wanting to go to balls and 
such things/' said Maggie. 
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"Oh, no, ma'am. Tm a quiet body; too quiet, 
folks says," she added, with a smile. 

" Horace," said Maggie, lifting her head from his 
shoulder, that evening. " I want to say something 
to you, if I can only get courage." 

" Well, say on, little one," he returned. 

"Tve been thinking that weVe been living in a 
horribly selfish way since we were married." 

"That's what we got married for," he replied, 
laughing. 

" Oh, no ; or, at least, that wasn't all of it. You 
know how much we used to talk about being hos- 
pitable and opening our doors to people who lived 
in boarding-houses, or people in trouble. And you 
haven't been to mission-school since I came here." 

" I know it," he said. " But it has been so nice and 
cosy here at home. Oh, Maggie I you can't imagine 
what it is to live year after year in other people's 
houses, eat at their tables, go in and out with 
nobody caring when you do it, and where you go ! " 

"No, I can't imagine it," she said. "But 
Horace " 

" Well, dearie ? '• 

" We haven't been living at all as I expected to 
live. I had a picture of our home in my mind 
before I came here very different from the reality." 

" Go on," he said, tenderly. 

"Do you mind my speaking out?" she asked. 
" WiJJ yo\x promise not to b^ Viwxt ot o^^tAsAV^ 
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He satisfied her with sweet words, or something 
that took the place of words, and she went on, glad 
that the room had not been lighted, and that he 
could not see her face. 

" I thought we both were so much in earnest, so 
really and truly consecrated to God tbat our loving 
each other would in no wise defraud Him, But I 
was mistaken. We give all the time we can snatch 
from other duties, to each other." 

"But He gave us to each other, did He not?" 

" Yes, yes ! but not to decrease our love to Him." 

"You are getting morbid, Maggie dear. Surely 
we love Him no less, after all His goodness to us, 
than we did before ? " 

"I don't like to pass, judgment on you," she said ; 
"but I know that I love him less. I have been 
completely absorbed in you ; you have been the 
atmosphere I breathed, and my heart has risen to 
fever heat, or sunk to zero, at your pleasure." 

" Well ? " he said, complacently, and drew her 
nearer, but she gently freed herself. 

" And before I loved you I could have said that of 
my Saviour, and now I can't." 

Horace was startled by her earnestness. 

" You are a little darling," he said ; " twice as 

good as I am. Don't go to accusing yourself. I do 

not see how such a tremendous event as marriage 

can take place without a convulsion. You will get 

back again to where you were before " 
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"I hope so," she said; "but it will not be by 
accident, nor without your help." 

" The helping will all come from the other side/* 
he said. '* I shall lean on you, Maggie, my pet." 

Maggie was disappointed. She had fancied that 
if she once broke the ice, she should get a hearty 
response from Horace, and that they should at once 
begin to walk, hand in hand, in a new life together. 
After a time she said : 

"It says in the Bible that *the husband is the 
head of the wife, even as Christ is the head of the 
Church ;* and that ' Christ gave Himself for it, that 
He might sanctify and cleanse it' And this is what I 
thought you would be to me ; what you would do 
for me." 

Horace gave a. long, deep sigh. 

"No wonder you are disappointed, then. Maggie, 
you little women who stay at home, and have 
nothing to do but to be as good as angels, can form 
no idea to what temptations we men are exposed. 
We are driven into the world ; we see its worst side; 
we breathe its air, and become assimilated to it. 
And instead of coming home to set ourselves up as 
examples, we want to find our examples waiting 
there for us." 

"We may not have your temptations," replied 
Maggie, " but we have our own ; temptations just as 
peculiar to us and just as hard to resist, as yours are 
to you. For instance, take any viatva-Vv^"^\,\.^^ ^c^.^ 
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who marries for love, and in nine cases out of ten, 
she will make an idol out of her husband. Now, this 
idol may have a more agreeable, plausible aspect than 
the ugly idol called money ; but the one shuts out 
Christ just as effectually as the other does." 

" Now you are talking just like a book." 

" I didn't mean to," said Maggie, humbly. 

" You dear little thing ! " cried Horace, " you are 
determined to turn me into an idolator." 

And then they sat quietly side by side, hand in 
hand ; Maggie was frightened at herself, and happy 
in her husband's love; after all, what more did she 
want } So this evening slipped away as others had 
done, and the day ended, like all their married days, 
by their offering their evening prayer together, and 
offering none apart. 

On the following Sunday the morning sermon 
was on family life, and the preacher laid great 
stress on several points on which neither Horace nor 
Maggie had reflected before, especially on its in-» 
dividuality. And he drew a beautiful picture of a 
home which had Christ for its central object, while 
all else was subordinate to Him, contrasting it with 
one where self reigned under a refined mask, yet 
reigned still. 

" There is nothing individual or characteristic about 
our little home," said Maggie, on their way from 
church, " I suppose there are thousands just like it." 

''I doubt if there are a lYvoussiwd ^;x«^\^^" re- 
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turned Horace, *' and to me the word home means 
Maggie." 

She smiled gratefully; she always thought it 
condescending in people to love her, and then she 
said : 

"Dr. Philips must have a delightful home of his 
own, or he could not have drawn such a picture of 



one. 



"That does not follow. It is said that shoe- 
makers' children always go unshod. Indeed, I do 
not believe that such a home as he depicted exists 
anywhere on earth." 

Maggie made no reply. The sermon had im- 
pressed her greatly, and she determined to act 
upon one part of it immediately ; the hints in re- 
gard to servants. She had already invited Mary 
to come into prayers, and Mary had made no reply, * 
but had not accepted the invitation. So she made 
one more attempt, while attending to some little 
point connected with dinner. Mary coloured, but 
answered respectfully, yet very decidedly, that her 
religion forbade her doing so. 

" But we pray to the same God, the same Saviour 
that you do," urged Maggie. 

"The priest forbids it," said Mary. "And I 
never go against his orders." 

" Very well ; then we'll try, you and I, to see 
which will serve God most faithfully in our different 
ways. And you must not be fclgJcv^CYv^^ \S. \ ^-^^-^ 
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of Him now and then; I shall not try to shake 
your faith, but to strengthen it ; if you love Him, and 
if I love Him, it will seem natural to say so, some- 
times ; won't it ? " 

" I declare I could have stood and heard her talk 
all day," Mary afterwards confided to a friend. 
" It*s a pity she is a Protestant, but there is some 
good ones among 'em." And while she was wiping 
away a few tears, Maggie was reproaching herself 
that she had not spoken more wisely, and elo- 
quently, and tingling with fear and shame. This 
little effort to acknowledge Christ in her household 
reacted, however, upon her own soul ; she had not 
felt so strong in Him since her marriage. Something 
she fancied lost had come back to her, and as she 
was running about after dinner, putting the room in 
which they had dined to rights, and turning it into a 
parlour again, she burst out into such a joyous hymn 
that Horace was quite surprised. 

"What's come over the little woman now ?" he 
cried, from the sofa, where he had been lying, half 
asleep. 

"Oh, Horace, if you only knew! If I only could 
tell you ! But I can't, only that I'm so happy ! " 

And then she slipped softly away to her own 

room, and begged the Lord Jesus never to let her 

get away from Him again, and He heard, and 

answered her. So that night when Horace said he 

was unusually tired, and wanted to ^^t mto V\i t^'e.s^t 
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early, she found courage to say what she had been 
wanting to say all along. 

"Horace dear, Tm afraid weVe both forgotten, 
in the new delight of praying together, what the 
Bible says about praying in secret." 

" But we are one now, dearie," said Horace. 

"Yes, in a sense we are. But in another we are 
two, and ought to have things to say to God we 
can't say to each other. And I want you to let me 
go upstairs half an hour before you do : then you 
can have the parlour to yourself; Mary goes to bed 
at nine, and no one will interrupt you." 

Horace replied by taking her in his arms, without 
a word. She stood leaning against him some 
moments, never dearer to him than now that she had 
owned to a higher allegiance, and he never knew 
what it had cost her to do it. But from this moment 
she was more cheerful and more loving than before, 
and so more lovable, and he needed a part of his 
quiet half-hour at night in which to thank God that 
he was no longer homeless or wifeless. 



CHAPTER XI. 

" T 'M awful sorry, but I've broke a plate," pro- 

A claimed Mary one morning, when Horace 
was giving into Maggie's hands the usual scanty 
supply for household expenses. 

"I am sorry," said Maggie. "For Biddy broke 
two, and chipped the edges of several more." 

" I just let 'em slip out of my hands : the suds 
made *em slippery, and down they went," pursued 
Mary, and it turned out the one broken plate meant 
three, so chipped and scolloped as to be unfit for 
use. 

"And I'm sure I don't know how it happened, 
but here's all the cuffs and collars mildewed; it's 
just the weather ; and my own isamong 'em." 

" Mary, do try to be careful," said Maggie. " Mr. 
Wheeler only gives me just enough for the table, 
and nothing for wear and tear ; how should he, when 
everything in the house is new ? " 

"He's a nice gentleman," said Mary, "and won't 
mind giving you a little more. Though I'm awful 
sorry I've been so unlucky." 
Maggie looked troubled. Hotsic^ viais finding it 
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hard to keep up even their simple little establish* 
ment : he had owned that, when she had laughingly 
told him he kept her too short of money ; and now 
there were plates to buy and new collars and cuffs 
to be got. And such perplexities were constantly 
occurring. 

Mary was faithful and economical, and devotedly 
attached to her young mistress, but she would make 
sour bread every now and then, and had a regular 
habit of breaking the china and scorching the table- 
linen. Everybody knows what fearful prices had 
to be paid for the real necessaries of life at this 
time, and how hard many who had been almost rich 
found it to live. Without saying much to each 
other about it, both Horace and Maggie were getting 
careworn. He was afraid he would not make enough 
to meet inevitable expenses, and she was afraid she 
was extravagant or hadn't a/aculty of getting along 
with a little. Yet she was really doing wonders, if 
she had only known it. 

On the evening of this particular day Horace 
came home a good deal out of sorts. He had had 
a most unpleasant business encounter for one thing, 
and a couple of hundred dollars lent to a friend, 
and now due, was not forthcoming. He must have 
it when quarter-day came round, and it was coming 
as fast as it could, and his friend declared, with tears, 
that he would pay it by that time, but the case 
seemed anything but hopeful, H^ d\d XLCi\. \s\r.^sv \5^ 
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trouble Maggie about it, and told her so when she at 
last got it out of him. 

" Dear me, what is a wife good for if she mayn't 
cheer a man when he is downcast?'* cried she. 
" You have said more than once that you did not 
decide to get married till you had asked God to 
direct you about it, and don't you suppose He did t 
You are not sorry you are niarried, are you, dear 
Horace V^ 

^^ Sorry r he repeated, and snatched her from the 
low seat she had taken at his knee. " Why, it wasn't 
living before I had you !'* 

" But having me you have increased your cares. 
Hadn't we better break up housekeeping and let 
me go home till these high prices come down ?" she 
asked demiirely, and well knowing what he would 
say, or rather, what he would do. 

" It is for you I care," he said, after a time. " I 
hate to keep you ground *down so and to give you no 
luxuries." 

"I call it a luxury to have a husband," she said, 
laughing. " I'm sure that isn't one of the necessaries 
of life — or wasn't a little while ago. Dear Horace, 
I did not expect anything I have not gained. I am 
more than happy, more than contented, and I do not 
believe we are going to want for any good thing. 
My father always said he hoped his children would 
begin at the little end of life." 

YcuWq cheered me up wonderfully," he de- 



tt 
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clared. "I came home feeling such a weight on my 
mind!" 

" If worst comes to worst, I can let Mary go and 
get a little girl to run on errands, and have a woman 
to wash, and do the rest myself. So don*t worry till 
I come to the end of my resources. Why, if you 
can't afford to keep this house, we'll move out of 
town where we can have a cheaper rent. We are not 
tied to New York." 

" I don't know about that," he said. " I'm lamer 
than usual to-day and need to be nearer my office, 
instead of going farther from it." 

And then Maggie was all tenderness and was 
down on her knees in a minute before the suffering 
limb ; oh, how literally on her knees, for much as she 
loved her husband for himself, here was a tie between 
them only less sacred than death. 

" I want to have Aunt Jane to dinner to-morrow," 
said Maggie, when Horace felt easier in body 
and mind. "You know we haven't had her all 
this time, except to lunch, and then she didn't see 
you." 

"Yes, I know. But could she put up with our 
plain ways, after her own luxurious table?" 

" She never has a " luxurious table," except for 
visitors. And nothing could be plainer than the 
style at our little Stafford parsonage, and she spent 
several summers there." 

" I should so like, though, to si^t^^.d ^.tw ^.xsc^^ 



Ii6 Atmt yane^s Hero. 

table and exercise a large-hearted hospitality," said 
Horace. 

"So should I," returned Maggie, "but I'm not 
going to make myself wretched because I can't. I 
know Aunt Jane will love to come, and I am 
ashamed that I have let a silly pride prevent my 
asking her. Or rather, pride and selfishness, for it 
has been so pleasant to have you all to myself that 
I have not wanted anyone else." 

So Aunt Jane camei, in one of her best and sweetest 
moods, and they had a simple little dinner, ever so 
much pleasant chat, and some loving, motherly 
words from her at parting, that did them both good. 

It cost Horace something to take down the family 
Bible and say, " We have made up our minds, Maggie 
and I, to have prayers directly after dinner, Aunt 
Jane, and she says visitors must make no difiference.'* 

But when he had said it there stole over him such 
sweet peace as he had never known in all his life 
before : both Aunt Jane and Maggie caught its 
tone in the prayer he offered, and wondered whence 
it came. 

At the close of the evening, as the young husband 
and wife stood alone together before the parlour-fire, 
Horace made confession to Maggie on thiswise: 

" Do you know, dear, I wanted to put off having 
prayers till after Aunt Jane had gone ? Was I 
ashamed of Jesus, or what was it ?" 
Maggie looked up in great surprise* 
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"Why, when you were in the army were you 
ashamed to show your colours ?" she asked. 

** No, I was proud of them ; proud to flaunt them 
in the very face of the enemy." 

** And Aunt Jane is not an enemy,*' said Maggie. 

'* I have always had this shyness," said Horace. 

** It is strange," said Maggie, thoughtfully. " For 
in ordinary worldly matters you are not shy." 

" But don't you think it is natural to conceal our 
deepest, most sacred thoughts and feelings ?" 

" Thoughts and feelings are one thing," said 
Maggie, " and acts are another. It seems to me it 
would sound very oddly for a soldier to say that 
his patriotism lay so deeply in his heart that he 
must hide his colours. Dear Horace, let us show 



ours." 



•' But, Maggie darling, in those days when I 
secretly loved you I could not have spoken of it to 
a living soul. I hid my love with the most jealous 



care." 



" Yes, while it had so little vitality that you could 
hide it. But how much of a secret did you make of 
it when you stood at my side and proclaimed that 
you would love, honour, and cherish me till death 
should us part, in such a decided 'I will!' that every- 
body in the church heard it ?" 

Horace smiled. "Yes, and I would do it againl" 
he cried, " if I could get a chance." 

"And H ovir love to Cht\st\v^^ \\\ \\, \^'2W>^^ '^^^ 
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force, won't it speak out just so ? Can it hold its 
peace?" 

" I never knew till now what a coward I had been," 
said Horace. " I positively thought that I shrank 
from betraying my love to Christ — for I do love 
Him, Maggie ! — because it was so sacred a principle. 
I think now that its poverty and its infancy kept it 
silent." 

"I think I understand you," said Maggie, after a 
little silence. "You have been mixed up with 
people who shuffled religion out of the way, as some- 
thing to come in play on one's death-bed, but as 
unfit to mix up gracefully with daily life. How 
little I thought when I saw you at Miss Fitzsimmons* 
wedding that you would ever be anything to me! 
How I fought against myself that day for admiring 
you!" 

And then, of course, Horace said some of the 
foolish, yet passing sweet things he was wont to 
say to his little wife, and she found it hard to get 
away from him to that retreat upstairs that was the 
tower of all her strength. Left alone, Horace 
thanked God for giving him this wise, fearless, 
loving wife, never so dear to him as now when she 
had tacitly rebuked his cowardice and revealed him 
to himself. And as to Maggie herself, in a few sweet 
child-like words, she asked that she and her husband 
might Tralk hand in hand heavenward, keeping step^ 
ond told her Saviour about ttve p^T^\^^\\\^'& va^VikJv 
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he was involved, exactly as she would have told the 

« 

story to a dear earthly friend. She went to sleep 
serenely, and without a care : wondering why she 
had suffered herself to grow anxious and troubled, 
when she could cast herself on One who had control 
of all the silver and the gold on earth. 

But the next day brought new difficulties, and. as 
if in mockery of the pressure on their domestic life, 
came a long letter from Annie, who was wandering 
over Europe without a care, indulging herself in all 
sorts of luxuries, and having, as she declared, the 
nicest time in the world. 

"Think now, if you could have some of these 
nice times!'* cried Horace. 

"With Tom White ?" asked Maggie, in a tone that 
said all the mo3t insatiable heart could ask. 

And yet, after a little, Horace fell into a reverie, 
now only too frequent. The incessant petty econo- 
mies he was forced to practise wearied him ; by 
nature he was disposed to ample expenditure both 
for himself and others, and hated everything small 
and prosaic. 

" Do put away that work!*' he said at last, a little 
impatiently, "and come and talk to me, Maggie. 
Surely you can do your needlework during the day." 

" Yes, I can," she said cheerfully, laying aside her 
work. "I was only doing a little for our sewing 
circle. We call ourselves poor, and make a great 
time about it, but just fancy living u^ow (ov\x Vvvixsjix^^ 
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dollars a year, as the Western Missionary does for 
whom we are now working." 

"You might as well say fancy our living in an 
Irish shanty, or in one room in a tenement-house," 

"Well," said Maggie, "I could be happy in an 
Irish shanty, or in one room in a tenement-house, 
provided I could keep it clean. Dear Horace, you 
can put on as long a face as you please, but I am 
going to be contented and in good spirits as long as 
I stay in a world where I can experience what I have 
done to-day." 

"And what was that?" cried Horace, rousing 
himself. 

" If you won't think it just my silliness, I'll tell 
you. After you \irent down town this morning, and 
I had started for the day (ah, what taking counsel of 
God was involved in Maggie's doing that !), I tried 
to think what I could do in the way ti comforting 
somebody besides myself, and what I should do it 
with. You are so fond of soup made of old bones 
that I hadn't a scrap of meat to spare, and " 

"Now, Maggie, that is adding insult to injury," 
said Horace. " It is bad enough to give a man 
nothing but soup for his dinner, without insinuating 
that he is charmed with that arrangement." 

" It doesn't hurt one to fast occasionally," re- 
torted Maggie, who was proud, with reason, of her 
soups. "Besides, you had a nice bit of beefsteak 
after it.** 
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"A bit indeed f" 

" I am glad I am not such a carnivorous animal 
as you are," she returned. " Why, you ought to 
see all the fresh meat eaten in my father's house in 
the course of the year." 

" But it would be far better for him if he left off 
his pics, his doughnuts, his tea, and his coffee, and 
had a good, generous slice of beef or mutton in 
their place. You are behind the age, my dear, or 
you would know where his headaches come from." 

"Am I? Well, go back to the point. I had 
heard, through Mary, that there was a family nearly 
opposite, where a sick child was dragging out a 
weary little life, sometimes lying alone all day while 
her mother was off at work, or gossiping with the 
neighbours, and I thought I'd just run over and 
see it." 

" Well ? " asked Horace, as she paused. 

" I don't believe I can tell it," she said, trying not 
to cry. " Oh, Horace ! We call ourselves poor and 
we chafe under our little cares and economies, and 
if we dared, we should say we wondered why the 
Lord kept from us the luxuries he gives so many 
others!" 

" You'll get hardened to the horrors of city life," 
said Horace, laying his hand tenderly on her head. 

" That I never shall 1" she cried. " To think that 
that poor little child, only a stone's-throw from our 
dear little home, was lying iVv^xci ^\V ^^^'cv^^ ^s^ 
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nothing on, literally nothing but a small shawl ; no 
fire, no bedstead, no food, no compassionate, loving 
words, nothing for companionship, but its sufferings, 
its dreariness, its hopelessness! And I had gone 
there empty handed !" 

"And what did you do, my darling?" asked 
Horace, greatly touched by Maggie's emotion. 

" There was only one thing I could do. I hadn't 
brought her anything, and I hadn't a word to say, 
and I just took the poor little creature in my arms 
and kissed her, till my tears wet her thin, white 
• cheeks. And the two arms flung themselves round 
my neck, and the child clung to me as a drowning 
man clings to a straw, and with such a wail of grief 
and joy and loneliness and gladness." 

"And then?" 

" And then I knelt down with the little figure still 
in my arms, and thanked the Lord that if he hadn't 
given me money, or eloquent lips, He had given me 
a heart warm enough and big enough to take in and 
love and cherish hundreds of such children, yes, and 
hundreds upon hundreds." 

" Come, my Maggie, stop crying," said Horace, 
" and I'll live on soup all the days of my life." 

" All the soup in the world wouldn't have put the 

life into that child's breast that love and sympathy 

did," she answered. " Only to think !" it kept saying, 

"a lady has kissed me !" 

''I don't wonder at her deWghtJ' s^aA Hox^ce. " I 
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can remember a time when if you had come and 

caught me in your arms and kissed me " 

"Hush, you foolish boy! Well, you won't look 
disgusted if I pinch you a little at your breakfast 
to-morrow, will you ? For I came home and stole 
a part of it, and made a little broth for the starved 
creature, and Horace, we're not poor ! We're rich, 
just as long as we've got two loving hearts beating 
in our bosoms, and can defy any living creature to 
ask more from them than they can give," 
' "Yes, we are rich," said Horace. "Or, at least I 
am, in the dearest and best little wife that ever 
crossed a human threshold." 



•««0-p)^ 




CHAPTER XII. 

THOSE whom marriage or other circumstances 
bring to a great city often complain that every- 
body lets them alone. They come, perhaps, from a 
community where they have been known to all about 
them, persons of importance in their sphere, and are 
chilled and surprised to find themselves quite lost and 
unnoticed in the crowd they now enter. The truth 
is, there are any number of people in it just as good 
just as nice, just as agreeable as themselves and 
unless they put on some badge that shall distinguish 
them from the rest, they will live unknown and die 
unlamented save by some very limited circle of their 
own. Now, is there such a badge ? Yes, if you who 
feel lonely, unknown, isolated will go about labelled 
ready for hard work, work will come to you, and with 
it congenial friends and co-workers. With no design 
save that of doing good, Maggie was entering warmly 
into the interest of the church to which Horace had 
brought her ; she was always at the prayer-meeting, 
always at the sewing-circle, always at the mission- 
school, always on hand when special cases demanded 
special work. She talked little and did much ; her 
early training fitted her for all sorts oi ^t^cXXc^^iX ^n\Vj , 
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and her habits of industry enabled her to accomplish 
wonders ; and though she had no money to give, 
she was becoming very necessary and very much 
beloved in a rich church, where, at first blush, one 
would say there was no lack of service. It takes all 
sorts of stones, of all sizes and shapes, to build the 
walls of a church i let no one refuse to be one of 
those stones, however small, misshapen, or ordinary 
he may be. 

So, what with loving her husband and making a 
bright, happy home for him, her class at mission- 
school, her little girls at the industrial school, her 
sick child across the way, and many a deed done by 
her right hand that her left hand never knew any- 
thing about, " our Maggie " was one of the busiest 
and one of the happiest little creatures to be found 
anywhere. You could not tell why, when she opened 
the door and came into a room the atmosphere at 
once grew sweet and fragrant ; why, whenever you 
thought of her, you wanted to take her into your arms 
and kiss her ; nor why, if you were in trouble, you 
wanted to run and tell her all about it. And those 
who only knew her as she was now would have found 
it hard to believe that it was not the hand of nature, 
but the hand of grace that had given her these 
subtle charms. 

Yet all the sunshine that warmed you, and the 
love that satisfied you, and the sympathy that 
soothed you were the teft^cWotv ^l Ylv^ ^sJ^^^^sr.^^ 
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and love and tenderness, with whom Maggie lived 
and walked. She was with him so constantly, 
talked with Him so intimately, was so conscious of 
being at peace with Him that her happiness flowed 
over its bounds and ran to encircle and gladden you. 

Quarter-day had come and gone. At the very 
last moment Horace had been able to pay his rent, 
and that care was off his mind. But work was coming 
in upon him that made it necessary to give up most 
of his evenings to it, and this was hard for him and 
hard for Maggie, who, after longing for him all day, 
dreaded to see books and papers brought out to 
exclude her at night. But they were so happy in 
each other that they needed this discipline and that 
of their poverty, and, unconsciously to themselves, 
they profited by it. 

One Monday morning Maggie had been unusually 
busy about her household tasks, and had not had 
time to put off her working-dress when a carriage 
drove up to the door, and Miss Fitzsimmons " that 
was," drawing her skirts daintily away from the dirty 
street, was announced, in an awe-stricken voice, by 
Mary. For an instant Maggie's heart beat and her 
cheek flushed. Horace had honourably told her of 
his episode with that young lady, and she knew 
there was no point at which they should sympathize; 
and then her dress ! It never occurred to her that 
she could go up- stairs, deliberately take down her 
Iia/r and rearrange it, put on atiolVv^t dt^^^^ ^ c-ciu^Xa 
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of bracelets, an extra bow or two, &c., after the 
manner of not a few of her sex who think your pre- 
cious time of no value provided they get themselves 
up in style. She went into the parlour, therefore, 
simply and frankly, met her aristocratic guest with 
true hospitality rather than furbelows, and was so 
perfectly at ease that Miss Shoddy could neither put 
her down nor out of countenance. 

" I have long been intending to call on you, 
Mrs. Wheeler, but my numerous engagements have 
hitherto prevented. I hope you will waive all 
ceremony and come to us on Friday evening ; just a 
select party ; a mere little social visit." 

" We make very few visits," Maggie replied. " Mr. 
Wheeler can rarely spare an evening now ; he brings 
his work home, however, and that makes it a little 
less lonely for me." 

** I shall depend on you for Friday night, however. 
Tell Mr. Wheeler he must not forget his old friends. 
Though you are perhaps not aware on what intimate 
terms we were? Yes? Well, really I feel highly 
honoured to find he has spoken of me to you. Good 
morning ; remember me to him ; Friday evening, at 
eight o'clock." 

And then she swept out of the little parlour, and 
Maggie stood spell-bound for an instant, and then 
broke forth into a gay laugh that would have greatly 
scandalized the departed guest, had she heard it. 

" I do hoRe Horace won't make me ^oV Msnss^s^ 
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she. " I shouldn't like to say what I think of hef. 
How dare such creatures call to see creatures like ^ 
me?" And then she laughed again, and frisked 
back to her unfinished work more gaily than ever. 
Was this the laugh of contempt ? By no means. It 
was the song of a bird that Tias soared high, and lin- 
gered long in an atmosphere far above this world. 

" We shall have to go," said Horace, when Maggie 
told him of the invitation. " But she will soon drop 
us, never fear." 

" But why must we go ? We have no interest ia 
common with such people. Why, all I can talk 
about is what we shall have for dinner when dinner 
is to be got without money, and what my mission 
children are to wear, and what I am to teach them, 
and what they said to me last Sunday." 

"Don't be absurd, child," said Horace, looking 
at her flushed, pretty face with pride. '* It will do 
them good to hear something from a world they 
never entered. What have you got to wear ?" 

"Will my black silk do?" 

" No, indeed." 

" She said it was to be a very social little party.*' 

"Yes, that's the stereotyped word, but it means 

nothing at all. I remember my first entrance into . 

fashionable life. The invitation was for seven o'clock, ' 

and the words very socially were underscored. Aunt 

Jane, who never goes to large parties, was deceived, 

asf well as I, and as she chose to Vvsiv^ m^ ^^^ox\. \v4t^ 
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we reached the house not long after the appointed 
hour. Aunt Jane was very plainly dressed, and so 
were the very few guests we found there ; but our 
hostess was all ablaze with diamonds, and threw 
everybody into the shade till two mortal hours had 
passed, when lo 1 a host of birds of Paradise came 
flocking in, till the large rooms were crowded almost 
to suffocation. We got no supper till half-past 
eleven, by which time we were ready to sink with 
fatigue, and Aunt Jane took a vow never to make 
another 'social* visit during her natural life." 

" And why can't we do the same ?" 

" Well, we are not elderly widows, and people 
would think us odd." 

" Then let them think so. What do we care what 
they think?" 

** But in this case we must go. Mrs. — — , what's 
her name ?" 

" Mrs. Read." 

" Mrs. Read will fancy you are afraid to trust me 
in her charming presence, if we decline to go." 

Maggie laughed heartily. 

"Then suppose you go without me? I don't 
really think IVe got anything that is fit for a regular 
party dress." 

" Wear what you wore to Mrs. White's the even- 
ing we dined there. You looked so lovely then, 
Maggie." 

''^ut 1 5/jouid have to §et a ^avt q^ wi-^ ^w^^\ 
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and oh, Horace! we should not be able tovvalk, and 
If we took a carriage " 

'•It would cost money. Yes, I know that, but 
just this once won't ruin us." 

" No, but it v/ill not end at this once, if we begin 
to go to large parties." 

"What a nuisance it is to have to count every 
penny so !" said Horace. 

" You really want to go, then V^ 
' " I cannot say that exactly. But I must own that^ 
I should like to let that set of people see my little 
wife." ' 

" If that is all, I will not go," said Maggie, de- 
cidedly. " Dear Horace, why can't we take a posi- 
tion of our own? we don't care for the world, and 
it doesn't care for us; and we can't afford to keep up 

with it either." 

■ . ^ . • • • ^ 

' " Oh, to all intents and purposes, I have done with 
the world," replied Horace ; " but I rather thought 
we ought to look into it now and then, if only to 
make sure there is nothing in it we want, and that 
we have nothing to give it. But if you say so, we'll' 
cut loose from it, and make a new one for our- 
selves." ' - - 

" Not for ourselves, but for everj^body we can help^ 
or comfort. Now that miserable rent is paid, I'll telt 
you what I want to do." 

^ " Well, my little woman, speak on, and speak fast^ 
for I've hard work before me to-ivight " 
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.. " rU speak as slowly as I can/' said Maggie, wlio 
could be mischievous when she chose. " I want to 
get up a nice little supper next Sunday night, and 
have your Mission boys to tea," 

" They wouldn't come.'* 

" Leave that to me. I'll get round them. We'll 
have them to tea; then we'll read a chapter; oh, 
we'll read round, boys always like that, and have 
prayers, and sing a little, and then I'll go down and 
read to Mary in the kitchen, and you can talk to 
them, and get at them as you can't do at school.' 
Then on the Sunday after I'll have my girls." 

"And shall I have to go and stay with Mary?" 
asked Horace, demurely. - 

" " No. After prayers you shall go and spend one 
hour with^ Aunt Jane. She misses the Sunday 
evening visits you used to make her after you wel*e 
wounded, and I don't think you ought to give them 
iip. I do not see how an own mother could, have 
done more for you than she has done." 

" If ever a man let himself be pulled about by the 
nose, I am that man," said Horace. "Well, get up 
your little suppers, and whatever else you like. Only 
now I really must attend to these papers. Kiss me, 
and let me go." 

Which she did, but he wouldn't go. This little 
wife charmed him, he knew not why, and he did not' 
feel like work after his long day at the office. ■ 

"I don't know," he said, untying at last the red 
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tape that secured a roll of papers, " whether I most 
like or most love you." 

" Was that remark addressed to those papers or 
to me ?" asked Maggie, in a way that provoked the 
tossing of them all on the table, where they spent the 
rest of the evening untouched. 

"Til have stewed prunes for one thing," said 
Maggie, "and buns for another. Boys always like 
buns. And doughnuts. I wish "We could afford to 
give them some oysters.*' 

" We might, just for once," said Horace. 
• '* But it isn't going to be for once; it is going to be 
ever so many times. Well, I know what 1*11 have. 
There are plenty of good things that don*t cost 
much, onlythey are not genteel. But we don't set 
up to be genteel." • 

The next Sunday Maggie scared every boy in 
Horace^s class with a tiny little note in which she 
called him ** Dear Bob,*' or " Dear Jim," as the case 
might be, told him what she was going to have for 
supper, and coaxed him to bring his Bible, and surely 
come. 

" Are you a-going. Bob V^ quoth Jim. 

" No, I ain't got anything to wear.** 

" I ain't either. What do you suppose she wants 
of us?" 

** To convert us, I guess." Whereupon seven sepa« 
rate grins on as many separate faces. 
'^ Cold suppers IS prime" sugg^slefii 'BXVV '^oKyciK^. 
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"Tm a-going. She knowed I'd comelooking like sixty. 
She saw me last Sunday, and she seen me this.** 

*' If you're a-going, I am," said Bob. 

*' Let's all go," squealed little Tim Weaver, who 
never remembered having all he wanted to eat at 
any one time in his life. " What's this at the end ? 
Your 'aff.' friend. I say, what kind of a friend is 
that?'^ 

" It means that she'll be affronted if we don't go," 
said Jim. " And the Cap'n says he wants us." 

The thing ended in this wise. The door-bell rang 
at six o'clock, and the seven boys stamped into the 
house looking like seven prisoners about to be sen- 
tenced. There was a scuffle in the hall as to who 
should go fnto the parlour first, which was summarily 
ended by Jim's aiding little Tim's entrance by the 
skilful application of his foot to the small of his 
back, sending that young man into the august pre- 
sence of "the Cap'n" and Maggie, with a jerk that 
took away his breath. 

^ Seven hard faces looked up into Maggie's, and 
seven hard little fists were clasped by her loving 
hand ; and then they got awkwardly into seven 
chairs^ and looked as if they would like to run 
away. Bob had got on his elder brother's jacket, 
lent for the occasion, and was nearly buried alive in 
it. Jim had outgrown his jacket, which came only 
a little way below his arms, and girt him about Uk^ 
a belt Little Tim could harA\v >Ni»?:^ Vix V^ ^^^^ 
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his mother's shoes, wjiich fell off at every step, and 
even when he sat in his chair with his young legs 
dangling in the air ; he blushed, and put them on, 
and they fell off, and were put on again, in spite of 
Jiis loudly whispered admonition, " I say, you old 
shoes you, you'd better stay on, if you know what's 
good for you." . -^ • 

,. But now tea was ready, and Maggie got theni 
arotind her little table somehow. 

'* Now, boys," she said, pleasantly, " we always . 
shut our eyes and fold our hands, and ask God to 
bless oiir food before we taste it, and you'll do just 
as we do, I'm sure." 

The seven pairs of eyes shut themselvQS together 
like a vice, and the rough hands were folded as in a 
mortal grip. Only little Tim couldn't help " peek- 
ing," as he afterwards confessed, to see whether all 
the promised things were on the table. Maggie had 
provided as she would have done for her owil 
J)rothers, if she had seven of them, and was greatly 
surprised and disappointed to find how little these 
boys ate in proportion. There were various reasons 
for this. In the first place they were frightened half 
but of their wits. Then they had none of them th6 
vigorous health of boys born of pure and health)^ 
parents, nor had they been accustomed to the full 
/neals to which the children of plenty are invited 
thrice every day. Still they \\ad a c^ict^ltv pleasure 
fn sitting at a v^^ell-ordered taUe, atvd m d.t\tC«:\tv^V^^ 
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with "the Cap'n" and his dear little wife ; and little 
Tim did full justice to all the good things, if the 
others did not. Indeed, he never heard the last o^ 
his feats on this occasion, as each of his comrades 
made an exact inventory of all he consumed, ancP 
never forgot one of its items. The "reading round" 
at prayers proved an excruciating task to those who 
read and to those who listened. Not one of the boys 
read slowly or distinctly, or with a particle of lifef 
and spirit ; still, a efhapter was got through, somehow, 
and then they all knelt down together while Horace 
prayed for them as he had never done before. After 
this came the singing, and it was pleasant to hear 
the" seven young voices reiterating, "Yes, Jesus loves 
me!" oyer and over, till it did seem that they must 
truly believe what they sang. Ah, how little it was' 
to Him what sort of uncouth, ill-clad bodies held 
the souls He loved t Perhaps there was not in alf 
the city a group over which His heart yearned more 
tenderly than over this. 

Maggie iskipped away after the singing, as she had 
isaid she should, that Horace might talk freely to his 
boys, and went dqwn into the kitchen, but Mary h^df 
gone to bed. So she sat by the fire there, silently 
praying for each boy by name, and that Horace 
might touch and gain their hearts, and lead each one 
to Christ. At last she heard them go shuffling out; 
and ran gladly upstairs right into two arms thafr 
were vraiting for her there. 
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" They have enjoyed it, I am sure they have/' said 
Horace, " and I don't know when I have had such a 
pleasant evening. How happy we are, Maggie !" 

"Yes, indeed," she cried. "No one on earth 
could be more so.*^ 

The next Sunday evening went off still better. 
The girls were not so shy as the boys had been ; the 
true woman slumbered in each of them, and told, 
them to sit at the table as Maggie did, not a foot 
from it ; and after Horace had gone away, they clus- 
tered around their teacher with hugs and kisses and 
admiring glances, and let her talk to them as she 
pleased. 

They were all clamorous to come again, and 
Maggie promised they should, for her heart yearned 
l^ver them with love and pity. 

Meanwhile, Horace was giving Aunt Jane an 
animated account of the evening with his boys,- 
making her smile at one moment and filling her eyes 
with tears the next. 

" You are forming just such a Christian home as I 
hoped you would," she said. " And you may depend 
upon it, that in blessing others you will find the 
richest blessing life can bring."^ 

" It is all Maggie's doing," returned Horace. *' I 

should never have thought of such a thing myselt 

Much less should I have believed that it could be 

such a /ountain of pure joy." 

*'But it is not every man w\io nvouV^l ^X otvc^ V^n^ 
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yielded to his Maggie's wishes," said Aunt Jane. " I 
particularly like it in you, Horace, because you natu- 
rally like to lead." 

"Oh, I lead now," he said, quickly, ''Maggie 
never sets up her will against mine." 

Aunt Jane smiled. She could see the silken cord 
of love by which Maggie was drawing him along, and 
rejoiced in it. 

" I wanted to see you alone," she went on, " to tell 
you how very glad I am that you have conquered 
your reluctance to pray at our evening meetings." 

" That was Maggie's doing, too," he replied. " I 
know I am not gifted in that line " 

"What is being gifted V* she interrupted. 

" Why, one can't exactly define it, but surely we 
all know what it means." 

" If it means being far-fetched, and original and 
striking, then I will allow that you are not But if 
it means really speaking to the Lord Jesus like one 
used to it, in the language of simple love ^nd faith, 
without rhetoric or flourish or parade, then, dear 
Horace, you are so far gifted that it is your duty to 
lead us in our prayers whenever you are asked." 

" Thank you. Aunt Jane, you have taken a perfect 
load off my mind." 

"But I want to take a mother's privilege and suggest 
one thing, that it would not be amiss to do to every 
young man who prays in public. You all te.^^*^ nJcj^ 
" name of God too often, and U no lx\^ti^\Na.% co^^x^'i^ 
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to tell you of it at the outset, the habit becomes 
fixed, rkjaow it is a very delicate matter to criticise 
a prayer, but I do it in tenderest love, I might say 
pride. For whea I think of what . you were aiming 
at a few years ago, and what you love and are aiming 
at now, I could cry for joy." 

"And so could I!" he said, while his eyes grew 
moist with grateful tears. " When I think of those 
days, days of perfect health and comparative free-? 
dom from care, for I had only myself to think of 
then, and these days when I suffer the inconvenience 
"and privation of one limb less, than I was born with| 
and the constant restriction of limited means. I am 
astonished at the superficial views of life that made 
me count getting into society a gain when it was only 
^ sad, irreparable loss." 

'*God has been very good to you," she said, 
musingly. , 

" Yes. And what He has given me in Maggie, no 
tongue can tell. Why He should create and then 
give her to me, I cannot imagine. You don't know 
what she is." 

"As I have not been married to her five months, 
perhaps I do not," she answered, with a smile. " But 
I have known her a great many years, and her hap- 
piness in you and yours in her does my old heart 
gooA. And now, before you go, let us kneel down 
and thank God for all He Vvas gwetv >3.^, ^^^^cvally 
that He has g^iven us Himse\f " 
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Well, it w^as not a " gifted prayer" that went up 
froitthis lips that night as Horace knelt side by* side 
with his almost mother, but it told a story of love 
and faith that brought them very near to Christ and 
to each other, and sent him home a very happy man. 

And there he found Maggie waiting to tell him all 
about' Ker evening, with all sorts of amusing things 
mixed up with the graver ones, and so ended a day 
that had had in it, and that had given to many others, 
•some of the gladdest sunshine of life. Let those 
who do not believe it try it for themselves. 





CHAPTER XIII. 
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THOUGH Maggie had once said there was 
nothing characteristic and individual about h^ 
new home, that could not be said now. For the $iin 
shone on very few that were so poor, yet so rich 4 
so strictly, often painfully, economical, yet so hos* 
pitable ; s^ full of care, yet so free from care. Botl;jL. 
Horace and Maggie had to trim their sails very 
closely ; and those who know what it is to count the. 
cost of every little item, know there is no poetry in 
the mere counting? Yet those who know nothing^ 
about these wearisome details, are ignorant, too, of 
many a little innocent joy born thereof, or rather, 
born in spite of them. When Mr. Raynor, the greaj^ 
millionaire, carried home to his wife one day a set of' 

• Lit 

diamonds fit for a princess^ she was proud ana 
pleased, and on great occasions decked herself in 
them with no little state. But when Horace brought 
to Maggie a bunch of fragrant violets, with one or 
two words that sparkled with the love he offered 
with them, it is no exaggeration, ttofie whatever^ to 
say that this gift awakened more joy in her heart 
than her apparently more favoured sister woman ^ 
could be made to feel at any ^t\c^% "Rqw oSx^tt ^^ * 
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had passed the poor girls and poor old women who 
sold' these bouquets by the wayside, and refused 
herself the luxury of buying one ; and now it had - 
come to her fragrant with the love of , the heart she 
loved best ! And then, when after close consultation 
they went out together and bought some household 
treasure, long needed and at last attainable, how 
content they were and ~ how astonished that five 
obllars could go so far] 

* Their identity with the Mission-school had given 
tliem good, estimable friends ; there had been several 
simple entertainments given to the teachers which 
ttiey had heartily enjoyed. And now spring had 
come, bringing among many other pleasant things a 
basl<et of eggs from Maggie's own hens at home, 
and her father and mother had come, too, for a little 
visit 

*' We'll have all the mission and all the Sunday 
School teachers some evening this week," said 
Ljaggie. " I want my father and mother to see how 
n^cc they arc. Besides, weVe visited ever so many 
of tiiem." 

"Yes," said Horace, a little dubiously. '*Only 
our rooms arc so small. When I took this house, I 
tlpught we should never undertake to entertain 
visitors in it." 

*' You didn't know what sort of a Maggie you were 
going to marry," she said, laughing at his doubtful 
face. " I know what you are l\vvtvV\tv^ ol. ^'^'^\i^x^ 
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and ice-cream. But I am not. I am going to have 
cake and coffee; no more and no less^ The boys 
have sent eggs, and mother has brought butter ; I 
shall make the cake, and it will be sure to begopd/V 

" But nothing but cake and coffee?" said Horace. 

" Yes, dear, what we can afford, not what we Cfin't. 
I am not ashamed that I can't get up splendid sup- 
pers ; and I should be ashamed to ape the style of 
those who do." 

"What an independent little piece it is!" cried 
Horace, going off to his office conquered, if not 
Convinced. Maggie wrote off some of her invitations, 
and promised a pie to a boy who was kicking up his 
heels in idleness across the street if he would deliver 
them ; and ran round to see other friends who lived 
near. Almost everybody came ; everybody had a 
good time ; everybody enjoyed the cake and coffee 
and the agreeable host . aod sweet little wife. .. But 
when there came signs of departure, Maggie went to. 
Horace and whispered : 

" We'll have prayers before they go, sha'n't wc?" 

" Oh, would you ?" ' " . 

"Yes, indeed, why not ^" . ' 

" It will look so odd." 

" Will it } But we don't care how it looks. It is 
the right way, I'm sure it is." 

"Well." ' , ' 

And his momentary doubt and embarrassment 
gave way when a few minutes later he heard the' 
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voice of his Maggie's father in such a prayer as be- 
fitted a Christian home, where the Master of the 
feast was acknowledged as a welcome Guest. He 
was glad that he had this fearless wife, who was 
never ashamed of her flag, yet never paraded it ; 
glad that he was under her gentle, loving guidance. 

And Maggie, unconscious of this guidance, was 
glad she had such a good man for her husband, who 
always took such a decided stand on the right side ! 
She enjoyed the visit of her father and mother with 
all her heart, and they enjoyed it with all theirs, as 
well they might. 

" I want you to know, darling," her mother said, 
at parting, " that if anything should happen to us, 
your father and I should leave you without one 
anxious thought. We love Horace almost as well as 
we do you ; he is a noble, true-hearted man.*' 

These words fell Siweetly on Maggie's ear. 

'* You can't think how kind he is to me," she said. 
" But it worries him that we have to pinch so. It 
comes harder on him than on me, because I've always 
been used to it." 

" It will not hurt either of you ai? long as you have 
health. And if that fails, God will provide for you 
in some way," said her father. " He is rich, and 
could give you more now if He saw that it would be 
good for you. Never forget that." 
' "Inever do;" said Maggie. "I would not have 
you think we are either of us discontented. "Bvi^L 
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sometimes when we dine out, and I see the beautiful 
table linen and the delicate cut-glass and all ther 
luxuries of that sort, it does shoot through me, — ; 
just shoots, you know, — 'Well, Maggie, wouldn't yon; 
like to indulge in such treasures ?'** 

" But such shots will not kill my little Maggie/*- 
said her mother, " nor even wound her very sorely." .- 

" No ; but I thought I ought to tell you that I ami 
not an angel," said Maggie, laughing, yet with some 
feeling, " though I do want to be one." 

" It would not take long nor be very hard work ta* 
turn her into one," her mother said, afterwards, re-f 
ferring to this remark made in a sweet, shamefaced, 
way. 

" She is a chip of the old block !" was the reply, 
made in a tone that did the heart of the minister's 
wife good. 

Maggie went home to spend the month of August 
— Horace spending his Sundays with her. She went 
to please her parents and the boys, rather than her- 
self, for it grieved her to leave her husband hard at 
work and alone. And she did not like to leave her 
scholars either; they loved her so dearly, and she 
was getting such influence over them. Still she had 
a happy month at the dear old parsonage, saw all 
her old friends, said and did a great many kind 
things, and wrote letters to Horace that filled him. 
with pride and joy. 
So the first year of their m^itucdi Y\l^ v^^.-^ ^\^\5Vfti^ 
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to an end in a sunshiny way; Annie and her Tom 
were expected home, and Aunt Jane had put some 
business into the hands of Horace that promised to 
be very lucrative. They breathed more freely, and 
Maggie promised herself the great , joy of doing 
more through the approaching winter, for a set of 
poor folks she had in hand, than she had done 
before. 

As has been already observed, the house in wliich 
they lived was in an obscure street, not far from a 
number of tenement houses, wherein dwelt swarms 
of ill-conditioned men, women, and children. Whether 
owing to this fact or to some other, about the middle 
of September Horace began to suffer with pains in 
his head, of which he did not at first speak to 
Maggie. But she soon perceived his flagging appetite 
and loss of strength and expressed her uneasiness. 

" It is nothing but the heat," Horace declared 
*' I always find this early September weather trying; 
I shall be all right in a day or two." 

But he grew worse rather than better, and the 
doctor, whom Maggie at last called in, uttered two 
words that completely disheartened her, for she had 
seen not a little typhus fever in her own village-home 
and dreaded it as those who dwell in cities dread the 
small-pox. And Horace so soon became unconscious 
of all about him that the floods of tears she shed 
did him no harm. She had xi^vw \i^^t^ ^ v^^'^^^ 
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before ; she had been a courageous, cheerful nurse> 
repeatedly, when there had been serious illness in 
her father's house. But now she cried day and 
night. The thought of having to live without 
Horace was so fearful that she found no spot on 
whi(di to rest. She fancied his death, his funeral, 
her going back to live at home, and could have 
shrieked at the bare image. What sort of a hom^ 
would it be } Why, the mountains that stood around 
it would lie before her like a dead plain ; the fields 
and groves would be covered with a black pall for 
evermore ! And then she hung over Horace and 
begged him to speak to her once more, only once, 
and tell her he forgave the little faults which now 
loomed up before her imagination as so many crimes. 

In this state Aunt Jane found her, when on her 
return to town on the ist of October, she drove 
leisurely down to see them, ignorant of what was 
going on. 

"My poor child, I didn't know you!" she said, 
taking the drooping figure in her arms. " Is this my 
courageous, is this my Christian Maggie V^ 

"Oh, I don't know who it is!" answered Maggie^ 
and she went on crying in such a sorrowful, heart* 
breaking way that, notwithstanding Aunt Jane's 
tacit reproof, she began to cry too, till neither of 
them had a tear left. 

"Now, we shall feel better, and be able to talk," 
shQ said, smiling, and drawing M.^.^<£^^ cXq^^x. ^'"^^ 



Aunt Janets Hero. 147 

me all about it ; tell me what makes you so hope* 
less." 

Maggie told the whole story quietly, but pitifully. 

"The hard part of it is that I can't pray," she 
added. " If I kneel down I just go to crying, and 
can*t say a word; I know it is all right, and that I 
ought to be willing to let him go if God says so ; but 
the bare thought of having to live without him 
makes me shiver." 

" I do not want to try to make you fancy that it 
would not be a very grievous thing to give him up," 
said Aunt Jane, " but I want you to listen to what 
I am now about to say, because I mean a great deal 
by it. Do you remember the story of the sickness 
of David's child ; how during those seven days he 
fasted and wept and prayed, and when he heard that 
it was dead, he arose from the earth, and washed 
and anointed himself and changed his apparel, and 
came into the house of the Lord, and worshipped ?" 

" Yes, and it has puzzled me." 

'' But I understand it, and so do all who have had 
a similar experience, or have observed it in others. 
God does not give beforehand the grace with which 
to bear His blows; He does not heal before he 
smites. In your terror at the thought of parting 
with Horace, you left entirely out of account the 
sustaining power that would hold you up and bear 
you through those awful moments; yoU suflfeted la 
advance, and wholly in your o>Nn sXx^tv^>Ocv. ^nsXV^"^ 
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many, how many persons I have heard say, 'I am a 
marvel to myself! This blow, so long dreaded, has 
not slain me, as I ever believed it would ; I stagger 
under it, but I live to wonder at the strength God 
gives me, and in which I bear it' Just as the mass 
of people dread death and declare that they shall 
shrink from it at last : yet, for all that, the dying 
grace comes in the dying hour." 

Maggie made no reply, but received those words 
thoughtfully into her heart. 

" Shall I go in now and see Horace ?" asked Aunt 
Jane. 

" If you are not afraid of taking the fever," said 
Maggie, and then wondered how she could use the 
word "afraid" to one who, she well knew, understood 
not its meaning. 

" What doctor have you?" was the next question 
as they stood together by the unconscious sufferer. 

" Oh, I did not know whom to send for ; you were 
away, and so was everybody I knew ; I got the one 
who resides nearest, Dr. Page." 

" I never heard of him. The next time he come^ 
ask him if he is willing I should send my doctor also." 

They sat down together in silence, but it was 

silence before God. Then- Aunt Jane safd, " There 

is just one thing I want to say, if you can bear ft, 

darling. Could you believe, if you did not know it, 

that out of a repulsive caterpillar there could emerge 

a bright-winged butterfly J B\itlN\^tvV70M\.^\i€CviN^^ 
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because I know it is true, that joy emerges from 
sorrow, and soars on wings far more beautiful than 
any earthly analogy can paint. If God takes away 
your husband, He will give you something better in 
his place." 

Maggie listened as we listen to a distant strain of 
music, not quite catching its refrain, not sure whether 
it comes from heaven above or from the earth be- 
neath, yet soothed and quieted by it. And then 
they talked no more, but sat watching the day 
slowly depart, and if Maggie could not pray, Aunt 
Jane could. 

Yet though she loved Horace like a son, and 
realized now how very dear he was, and knew— no 
human soul knew better — all Maggie would have to 
pass through, if he were taken away, she did not ask 
for his life. 

" Thy will be done, Thy will be done !*' was all she 
said, or would have said, if every life that beautified 
this earth to her lay trembling in the balance. 

But as night drew on she found her strength 
failing ; she was courageous and full of faith, but all 
that does not turn a living, quivering human soul 
into a stone. All her own past sorrows were recalled 
by the scene before her, and the warm sympathies 
that made her a comforter reacted sharply upon both 
heart and brain. 

" I shall have to go home," she said, " but I will 
send some one to spend ttv^ tv\^\. m\!^ ^^n^.^ '^:^ 
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to-morrow I will get a nurse. Don't open your 
mouth on that point/' she added, as she caught 
Maggie's look of dismay^ "This is one of those 
emergencies when friends must stand by each other: 
you must let me have the gratification of doing for 
you and Horace what little extras his illness will 
require. You have been alone with him and your 
cares too much as it is." 

Maggie tried to smile her thanks, and did smile^ 
but it was with a look that made Aunt Jane hasten 
downstairs into her carriage, and out of the way. 

Meanwhile all was peace in the Stafford parsonage; 
Maggie had written once since Horace's illness, but 
not in a way to alarm her parents, for she knew they 
could not come to her. Could not, because it costs 
money to make journeys, and, except in a case of 
life or death, she might not send for them, they 
might not come, twice in one year. She had never 
Mt the bitterness of poverty as she did now ; yet 
she was too well acquainted with its trials to writhe 
under this new form of privation. 

But .three days later she found herself in the 
m otherly arms she had yearned for, and that Aunt 
^ ane felt she ought to have about her now that 
Horace lay just trembling between two worlds. For 
those three days had made his case look almost 
hopeless, and a few more such would bring the whole 
sad story to an end. 

Maggie had ceased to hope; she had given him up, 
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and wept no more. But none of the strength, none 
of the joy of which Aunt Jane had spoken had 
come to her, ' nor did she feel that she wanted 
cither. 

"Just to take the fever, and die too!" she said 
to her mother. " That's all I want." 

"Are your father and mother, your sisters and 
your brothers, really so little to you, my darling ?'* 
Mrs. Wyman asked, with such a pang as only a 
maternal heart can feel. 

"Everything is changed; everything is spoiled," 
was the mournful reply. 

" Is God changed .^" 

" Oh, I don't know. I thought I loved Him, but 
now I can't love anybody. I feel like a hard stone." 

" You are worn out, dear child," said Aunt Jane. 
" I wish I could see you cry as you did at first.' 
Don't be bitter against yourself. If dear Horace 
goes, you will be the first to yield to God's wilf. 
But now you are physically exhausted, and even He 
is unreal. Believe me, believe me," she said earnestly, 
" you will get back to Him ; He will not leave you to 
suffer alone." 

" She ought to go to bed and to sleep/' said her 
mother, tearfully. " I never expected to live to see 
the time when this child, always so obedient and 
docile, would resist my will as she is doing now." 

Something in these Words went to Maggie's heart. 
She said, in her sweetest way, 



153 Atcnt Janets Hero. 

*' I did not know I was resisting your will, mother. 
Have you asked me to go bed?" 

" Yes, dear, over and over and over again." 

" I did not hear it. Nothing gets into my head 
now ; all people say flies over it. I will do whatever 
you l^ke." 

Then they led her away thankfully; this night 
was to decide Horace's case, and they dreaded it 
for her. She fell asleep the moment her head 
touched the cool pillow, and slept on, and on. 
' And, as if he had only been waiting for this, Hor- 
ace slept too. The nurse gave him stimulants from 
hour to hour, rousing him for them with difficulty, 
and then they sat and watched again in silence. 

Aunt Jane's physician came in the morning before he 
had had his breakfast. Maggie had won his heart by 
her tireless devotion to her husband. After examin- 
ing his patient he turned to the anxious faces study- 
ing his, and said, quietly, 

" He is saved." 

There were a few moments of joyful tears, and he 
then added, 

"When he wakes let him see no one but his wife, 
and let her be perfectly quiet and natural, as if nothing 
had happened." 

" It is easy to prescribe," said Aunt Jane, through 
her tears, and then she stole softly to tell Maggie. 
After her Jong night's rest, Maggiv- v as calm, even 
peaceful 




He save* —p \s» 
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*' Do not be afraid to tell me the worst/* she said. 
" I am ready for it now." 

" I have come to tell the best," was the reply. And 
then she added the doctor's directions. Maggie rose, 
and dressed in silence. 

" He is going to get well," she said to herself, " but 
this world is changed to me for ever and for ever. 
If there is such a thing as entire, absolute, un- 
compromising consecration to God, I will know what 
it means." 

She went to her husband's side, and all the rest 
withdrew. What passed in her soul as she knelt 
there with his hand in hers, no human language can 
describe. Some would call it by one name and some 
by another ; to all it would be, even if experienced, 
a great mystery. 

At last he opened his eyes, and saw her. 

" I have overslept, haven't I ? " he said, trying to 
rise. 

'* No, darling ; it Is still early, go to sleep again," 
she said, steadily. 

He kissed her, his feeble fingers closed a little over 
hers, just as they had done many a time when she 
had answered just so ; she had got him back again ; 
he was hers. 

But was she his ? Was everything going to faU. 
back again into the old groove ? We shall see. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

'* T S that all you are going to give me ? Why Maggie, 

JL child, I am starving." 

"That is all you'll get till twelve, no, till half-past 
twelve," replied Maggie, decidedly. 

"At this rate I shall never leave my bed," said 
Horace. " How can you be so hard upon me ? " 

" I gave you a great spoonful more than the doctor 
said I might. Don't be unreasonable, Horace dear. 
You do not realize how very, very ill you have been.^ 

" You have misunderstood the doctor, I have no 
doubt, I am not gaining in the least. How cart I, 
fed on slops, like a baby> and fed by the teaspoonful 
at that." 

Yes, this was the end of all her tears and sleepless 
nights; he was just as ungrateful, and just as unreason- 
able as a sick boy. 

" I would like some water, at any rate. I suppose 
you don't begrudge me that Don't look like an in- 
jured innocent, for pity's sake." 

And as soon as she had given him the water and 

taken her seat, he wanted more light in the room, 

and when she rose, wearily, to let in more, he com- 

pJained that her shoes creaked, tVvov\^\\, o^vtv^ to this 
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frequent complaint, she wore no shoes at all. And 
then he asked her if it was not nearly twelve, when 
his next portion of beef-tea was due ; and when she 
reminded him that it was to come at half-past twelve, 
he would fain have disputed with her on that point, 
only she would not keep up her side of the contest. 

The truth is he was really more to be pitied now 
than during the days when he lay between life and 
death, belonging to neither. And fortunately for him, 
though Maggie had never had one sick day, she had 
seen enough of illness in others to know how to make 
allowances for him. What pained her was his appa- 
rent want of love for her. He never gave her a smile, 
or apologised for the trouble he cost her, or spoke in 
the old tender way. Once this would have nearly 
killed her, but now she took it patiently, biding her time 
in full faith that he would become his real self as soon 
as his strength returned. Yes, and biding her time 
in a new life that had come to her she knew not how 
or when, but of which she was distinctly conscious. 
It will be remembered that immediately on hearing 
that he was restored to her, she had mentally declared 
that she would consecrate herself to Christ as fully 
and as entirely as a human soul could do on earth. 
And this not from gratitude that his life was spared, 
but because of the terrible revelation his danger had 
made to her, of the strength of her love to him, and 
of the bondage in which she dwelt to it. She saw, as 
by a flash of lightning, that thos^ '^Kck ^*^ \ss^^ 
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created beings as she loved must have a love infinitely 
higher, unless they would sin and suffer infinitely; 
that she must give herself, not less to the husband of 
her youth, but more to her Saviour.' And when she 
knelt by the bedside on the morning when hope for 
Horace first dawned upon her, a subtile, mysterious 
change passed over her soul. She went up into 
regions she had nevef traversed ; came back to all 
the little homely details of the sick-room, to tender 
ministrations, to loving cares and loving tones; 
Maggie, and yet not Maggie. If, as Horace slowly 
recovered, he found any change in her, it was one that 
gladdened and satisfied him ; he had nothing to ask 
from her heart that it did not give. And yet she had 
passed out from a land of bondage ; nothing could 
ever wring from her eyes such tears of anguish as she 
had shed for him ; and she knew it. Perhaps such a 
change as this is usually gradual. But there is no 
reason why it should not be as sudden and as decisive 
as regeneration itself. 

Unconsciously, not knowing what she said, Maggfie 
let drop a word now and then that let Aunt Jane 
see what had been going on within her. As she had 
not learned it from books, the Holy Spirit being her 
only teacher, she used the language of no school when 
she spoke of a sweet, soul-satisfying love to Christ 
that had come to her, as something new in her ex- 
perience, but which she did not claim as anything 
rare or exceptional. Indeed, \l Vv^d uo^. ^Qxa^ \vsSsn. 
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observation, nor did it dispose so much to talk as to 
action. Every little deed was done now with a glad 
alacrity that created a sunshine wherever she went, 
and whereas she had been gentle and affectionate 
and charming before, there was now an added grace 
that made those who saw her day by day take note 
of her, not that she had been, but was with Jesus. 

"Aunt Jane," said Horace, when he was beginning 
to be himself again, and was full of love and grati- 
tude to every living thing, " did you ever see a more 
angelic creature than my Maggie ? '' 

'' I know of a word that describes her better and 
goes beyond yours," was the reply, 

" Why, what word ? But whatever it is it cannot 
do justice to the heavenly patience with which she 
put up with me when I was beginning to get well. I 
was like an old bear." 

" Like a young bear, you mean. I really think an 
old one would have behaved better." 

"Was I so very ill-natured? Maggie says she did 
not mind it." 

"But she did. Be careful of her, Horace, for 
though she has always had good health, she is strung 
on delicate threads. I do not think it would take a 
great deal to break some of them." 

" I will," he said earnestly. " If anything should 
happen to her, I should not live a week." 

" We never know what we can live through. It is 
not so easy to die as we (atvcy • KtA \ >icwvc^ >x \^ '^ 
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great thing to leairn to be willing and glad to live, 
after all that we rested and leaned on is gone." 

Horace had not learned that lesson, nor did he feel 
like learning it. He lay back luxuriously in a delight- 
ful chair Aunt Jane had lent him — she was always 
lending it to somebody — and ate slowly, to make it 
last as long as possible, a bit of chicken Maggie had 
.. just brought to him, and which she had prepared with 
her own hands. 

"How different this is from Mary's cooking," he 
said. " It is a good thing to have for one's wife an 
angel who isn't above indulging one's whims when 
one is sick. Come here, darling ! Are you sure it 
hasn't made your back ache, or anything, to stand 
over the fire getting up my dinner ?" 

" No," she said, laughing, " I am not at all sure. 
My back does ache and so does my head. But I am 
going to have a cup of tea for lunch, with Aunt Jane, 
and then I shall be all right." 

" All right ! " responded Horace. " That's exactly 
what I said when I was first taken sick. Maggie, if 
you've gone and caught the fever, we'll both go off 
together, for I couldn't live a minute without you." 

"Foolish boy!" she said, standing behind him and 
soothing him with her hands as well as her words ; 
"if I had been and gone and caught the fever, I 
should have been and gone and died long ago." 

She spoke playfully, but those two who loved her 
so felt great uneasiness; Horace \oo\i^di ^X ^i>\TA 
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Jane, she glanced quickly at him, and their eyes 
met. 

Maggie was really feeling very ill. But she kept 
tip and kept about and was full of sallies gay and 
sweet, that made them laugh in spite of her gradually 
increasing pallor. At last Horace, weakened and 
unmanned by his illness, broke into such a great flood 
of tears that poor Aunt Jane could with difficulty 
restrain hers. 

" She is going to have the fever, and if she does, 
she will certainly die," he moaned. 

" Hush, Horace ! '* said Maggie, dropping the tone 
she had assumed. 

He stopped, like a frightened child, instantly. 

** Listen to me, dear ! I think I am going to be very 
sick. And I promise you that if I can get well, for 
your sake, I will. But if I can't — if Tm going you'll 
let me go, won't you ? You won't keep me tack with 
crying and praying, from going to be with my — '• — " 

But she had been brave too long. Aunt Jane had 
only time to catch her in her arms before she was 
quite insensible ; and Horace, too feeble to get out of 
his chair, could only look on, with groans that would 
have rent the heart of his little wife, could she have 
heard them. 

She had the fever, there was no doubt about that, 
nor was it strange, after all the fatigue and anxiety 
she had undergone. Such things are happening every 
day, and nobody finds any fault v^WcitiaatctN}^ ^wsns> 



i60 Aunt Janets Hero. 

body puts them into a book. Then let that somebody 
beware ! For books should not paint life as it really 
is, but as inexperienced young people think it ought 
to be. 

Yes, our Maggie was very ill, and the same sorrow- 
ful scenes were to be rehearsed that had already been 
witnessed in that little home. A despatch brought 
both Mr. and Mrs. Wyman to the sick room, prayers 
were offered in secret and in public, every kindness 
possible was shown, Maggie's little girls got together 
at the Mission and cried and clung to each other, and 
the sick child across the street lay with a breaking 
heart upon her bed and refused to be comforted. 
But Horace, helpless, lonely^ bewildered, cried and 
prayed and cried by turns ; he had come to a full «top 
and gained strength no more. People said they had 
been lovely and pleasant in their lives, and that death 
would not divide them, and that if one must go, it 
was well that the other should go too. 

It was not that Maggie was so hopelessly ill, but 
that in her delirium she spoke so incessantly and 
lovingly of Christ, or rather spoke with Him a^ if 
already in His immediate and conscious presence^ 
that everybody said she was on the wing, and all 
ready for heaven, too good, too saintly to be contented 
here, and that Horace ought not to keep her back by 
his prayers and tears, as they had heard she had 
feared he would. And yet something did keep her 
back; "she could not die,'* «nd ^v^ uo\. It is not 
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-true that as soon as human beings reach a certain 
•point in the divine life they are snatched out of this: 
saints move about us and among us every day. They 
live to be our examples ; to be our dearly beloved 
and cherished ones ; to remind us of heaven, whose 
spirit they have won ; to pray for us and with us ; to 
inspire and to cheer us. They are saints, but they 
see not the mark in their own foreheads ; they wrestle 
with the powers of the air, and with their own spiritual 
infirmities ; they err sometimes, and sin sometimes, 
though sorely against their will, but they are bearing 
right onward, and are more than conquerors through 
Him who loved them. 

So Maggie came slowly back to the world where 
she was needed, and she and Horace entered once 
more the limited arena on which they were yet to 
(ight the battle of life. 

Both were changed. Both were more serious, yet 
more uniformly glad ; they clung to each other more 
fondly, and yet with a joyful consciousness that 
whatever might now betide, their happiness could 
never be wrecked, for it rested not on one perishable 
life, but on a rock that has borne the shock of ages. 

For Horace, if his experience had not been iden- 
tical with that of Maggie, had learned that to love as 
an idolator is not to love as a Christian. And while 
he was full of thoughtful, tender services, and watched 
over her as he had never done before, and had en- 
tered into closer union with her tfe^ii tNt.t^'Ccc^^:^*^^^*^. 
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marriage tie, for there is no love like that which unites 
those who Hve to Christ, he knew, and she knew, 
that he was no longer a slave to her, as she was no 
longer a slave to him. The baptism of fire had puri- 
fied their souls, and they had come out from it, hand 
in hand, and with songs to sing to other ears. It is 
true they were misjudged by those who had suffered 
less and learned less ; but who has passed through 
this difficult, complex journey of life unassailed, and 
nobly understood } 

" That poor little Mrs. Wheeler has been at death's 
door, I hear," quoth Harriet Foot, sitting at table 
with her friend Georgiana. " He caught a fever in some 
of those dirty holes she had got him in the way of 
investigating, and came near dying, and then she took 
it from him and came near dying too," 

" Poor thing ! " said Georgiana. " The last time I 
saw her she had on cotton gloves." 

"They say," pursued Miss Harriet, "that she 
wanted to die, but Horace wouldn't let her." 

"Wanted to die .^ Well! " cried Georgiana. " How- 
ever, I don't wonder. They are so poor, and live in 
such small, mean ways. It was very selfish in him, I 
think, to get married when he was only making a 
living." 

"It depends upon what he took her from," said 
Harriet 
'' JVe dropped them," continued Georgiana. " Of 
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course, she could not come into our set ; I invited her 
once, but she did not come ; was afraid to, I suppose; 
I merely asked her out of ceremony : I knew he would 
not let her come." 

" But why couldn't she come into our set ?" de- 
manded her husband, who never lost a chance to take 
up, and set down, his glorious creature. 

Georgiana vouchsafed no reply, but pretended not 
to hear. 

" I suppose her sister, who married Tom White, 
will come into our set," he went on. " And of the 
two, Mrs. Wheeler is the prettier and the more 
charming." 

"Why, where can you have seen them?" cried 
Harriet. 

" I saw them at my wedding, for one place," was 
the reply. 

"At your wedding? Fie, you should have had 
eyes for no one save Georgy. Should he, Georgy?" 

" It is of no consequence to me for whom he has 
eyes," replied Georgy. 

" I was going to say," resumed Harriet, who was 
not particularly fond, now that it was an old story, 
of hearing these two quarrel together, "that those 
two creatures, Mr. Wheeler and his wife, are in love 
with each other to this day. While he was sick she 
nearly killed herself with watching him day and 
night." 

*' I declare I am getting in lov^m\.VvV\\^\\\.'^^*^\SN% 
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myself/' Mr. Reed put in, casting a glance at his 
wife to see if this shot had reached hen 

" And then when she came down with the fever, 
he did nothing but weep and wail week after 
week/* 

" Quite romantic !" said Georgiana. " You do pick 
up the nicest little dishes of gossip, Harriet." 

** Oh, I could tell a deal more, if Mr. Reed were 
not present. The woman they had as nurse is 
nursing my sister now, and she heard the praying, 
and saw the crying and the kissing, and the dying 
embraces ; such goings on ! They must have been 
happy together, poor as they were, or they would 
not have made such a time at the idea of parting. It 
is a genuine case of love in a cottage." 

^ I hate such people," Georgiana declared. " They 
set themselves up to be better than the rest of the 
world, and are full of cant. It is such a pity, after 
all, that I gave poor Horace the mitten. He is such 
a very handsome fellow, and I could have made 
something of him.*' 

She looked triumphantly across the table at her 
husband, and met a look full of hatred, but he re- 
strained the answer that trembled on his lips. 

" Come, Harriet, we have idled long enough over 

our dessert," said Georgiana, rising. And when they 

had sailed off, leaving Mr. Reed to drink wine in 

/woody loneliness, she added, "I do really wonder. 

how, out of all my admirers,! c\tf>^^ Vji ^^vAs; ^'^^nxji 
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on Theodore. There were at least half a dozen that 
would have suited me better, if I had only known It. 
I had no idea that it made 30 very much difTerence 
when one married ; had you ?" 

" You ought not to let yourself be so annoyed by 
Mn Reed's little ways/' said Harriet. 

''You might as well say I ought not to allow 
mosquitoes to sting me," was the reply, " Theodore 
has got just enough seni^ to make me sick of hirn, 
and no more. But I suppose it's pretty much the way 
with married people after they get used to each other." 

" I don't know," replied Harriet ; *' people don't 
tell tales out of school." 

But the eloquent story of Maggie's nurse rang in 
her ears, and made her thoughtful for once in her 
life. As she had intimated, she had heard things 
too sacred to repeat, had had a glimpse into a 
world whose threshold she had never crossed. She 
was a silly, vain girl, but she had a heart capable 
of being aroused and touched. ''I wish those 
Wheelers did not live in such an out-of-the-way 
place," she said, after an interval of silence. **I 
always admired him." 

" And he always detested you!" cried Georgiana, 
venting her growing ill-humour on her dearest friend, 
as some people always do. '' And, at any rate, he is 
nothing to you now, if he is so desperately in love' 
with his wife." 

" That's just what I like In Yumr 
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'*^And it is just what I don't like in him, so let us 
talk about something else." 

While this rambling conversation was going on, 
Horace and Maggie were sitting before their parlour 
fire. They were not yet well or strong, but it was a 
luxury, after the long weeks of illness, to be at last 
alone together and to talk over what each had suf- 
fered in the alarming, critical days of the other. 
Maggie's haind, white enough now, lay in her hus- 
band's, her head leaned on his shoulder ; both were 
peacefully happy. 

" Annie will be at home in a few days," she was 
saying. " I wish I had gained a little faster for her 
sake. She will be shocked to see her plump little 
Mag looking so thin. Couldn't you manage to pufF 
me up and round me out, or stuff me with cotton, or 
something?" 

Horace smiled, and kissed the thin face as he had 
never done when it glowed with health and anima- 
tion. 

" I think," he said, " that something after the first 
meeting will shock Annie more than the effect of 
your illness." 

"What can it be.^" asked Maggie, lifting up her 
head. 

" This house and the way in which we live. Annie's 
marriage to a rich man has changed her." 

'' Yes, I know, but nothing could quite spoil her. 
And when she sees how Viappy -w^ ^^^ -^' 
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" She will not sec it." 

" Why not ?" 

Horace did not like to reply, as he might have 
done, " She is incapable of seeing it," and yet he 
wanted to prepare Maggie to find Annie greatly 
altered. 

He had detected in her letters a certain something 
that his own past worldliness made him quick to 
recognize, but which had apparently escaped Maggie. 

'*I hear a carriage at the door," he said, rising. 
" They may have come." 

Maggie's colour flew into her face ; whatever else 
her illness had done, it had not made her heart 
cold, and. the next moment she found herself in 
Annie's arms. 

There was confusion and laughing and talking for 
a few moments, and then the sisters looked at each 
other curiously. 

" How dreadfully ill you must have been !" cried 
Annie. "And Horace looks badly, too. It is a 
shame. But it is just your luck, Maggie. I always 
had all the good times, and you always had all the 
bad ones. Don't you remember, that it always hap* 
pened that if any of the family were sick they took 
the opportunity when I was away and you were at 
home?" 

And she laughed. 

"You look just like a French fashion-plate," said 
Maggie ; " I can't quite find my o\d K.\vcv\^ vcv *^^^^ 
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fine clothes, but I am sure she is m them some- 
where." 

" Of course she is. I hope you are strong enough 
to come and dine with me to-morrow. IVe sent a 
despatch to father and mother to come right on ; we 
didn't want to go there at this time of year, but of 
course I wanted to see them." 

" And the boys ?" asked Maggie. 

"Oh, the boys are not coming. In the hurry ^ 
and flurry I forgot the boys. But they won't 
care." 

'*I am not strong enough to go out yet," said 
Maggie ; " you will have to come here. Where are 
you staying ?" 

" At the Fifth Avenue. Tom didn't care to go to 
housekeeping, and as for me, after the easy life I've 
been leading, I'm sure I don't Besides, we've only 
come home for a visit. We're going back again early 
In the spring/' 

" Oh, are you ?" cried Maggie, in a tone of great 
regret. 

" Yes, we've nothing to do here, and may as well 
travel about and enjoy ourselves. Well, it is getting 
late, and I have not unpacked yet I've brought 
lots of lovely things for you. Though I had the 
dresses made to fit me, and they'll hang on you like 
bags unless you make haste and fill up. Good night, 
dean Til com^ down in the morniHg as early as I 
can ; that \von*t be very early, tox lorn v& \aj.^ ^.xA 
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won't get up, and won't let me either. Til be along 
about lunch time." 

It was nothing that Annie had said that made 
Maggie fly to hide her$elf in her husband's arms as 
soon as she had gone ; it was something in her 
manner that betrayed a preoccupied mind, a heart 
less loving than of old. 

"Marriage always changes people, you know 
dear," said Horace, soothingly. 

" Yes ; for the better or the worse," was the 
answer. 

" And perhaps Annie flnds us changed ; she may 
miss something in us that she used to find." 

"But it isn't warm, sisterly love," said Maggie, 
trying, however, not to be sad. "And perhaps, 
after all, Annie will seem more like herself to- 



morrow." 



"How shockingly Maggie looks, doesn't she?" 
asked Annie, driving off with Tom. "Did you ever 
see a creature so changed ? All her pretty colour 
gone, and her face so long and thin ! " 

" She looked very sweet, though, and was wonder- 
fully glad to see you, as of course she would be. 
Horace has had a hard time of it; I could see that at 
a glance. I wonder how they would like a trip to 
Europe with us next Spring ? " 

" Oh, they wouldn't go at your expense, you may 
depend. Besides, your mother says they have grown 
so peculiar. We should not g^t QXvm>Jct "Ccirxsw -^ '^J^ 
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"They always were peculiarly delightful/' said 
Tom. " I am sure I should have fallen in love with 
Maggie if I had not seen you first/' 

'* It isn't nice in you to talk that way," said Annie. 
" Maggie wouldn't have looked at you if you had 
gone down on your bended knees. Sometimes I 
wish I was as good as she is, and sometimes I'm 
glad I'm not. I shouldn't have suited you at any 
rate if I had been one pf the very pious, strict sort" 

'' Why not .? " 

" Well, after the way we've been going on since 
we were married, I wonder you have the face to ask 
such a question ! " she cried, laughing. ** Dear me, 
what would Maggie say, if she knew ? '* 

" We've done nothing wrong. Nothing that every- 
body doesn't do who goes abroad." 

" Have we behaved like saints } " 

" Why no, not exactly ! " Tom allowed. 

"Well, Horace and Maggie have. You just get 
your mother to tell you about their poor folks, and 
their sick folks, and their prayer-meetings and their 
tea-parties ; I declare I was afraid of them both, and 
almost glad to get away. I have no doubt Maggie 
will preach me a regular sermon to-morrow. She 
had it on her tongue's end last night." 

" Well," said Tom, " I was brought up among 
f)eople that belong to the church, and all that sort of 
thing. And I always thought till I was married that 
such people were different itom tYv^ x^'sX o\ \V5» " 
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'* Of all the horrid things you ever said to me, this 
is the worst," said Annie, beginning to cry. 

Tom protested that he meant no harm, kissed her, 
was ready to tear his hair to appease her. ' But she 
remained inconsolable. Coming home to Maggie 
and old associations had greatly stirred her ; hearing 
of Maggie's life had sharply reproved her, and now 
her husband had said, by implication at least, that 
she was quite destitute of religion, and if she had 
often accused herself of that, she did not want to 
hear him say it. 

" I was feeling badly enough before," she sobbed, 
" seeing Maggie looking as if a breath would blow 
her away, and now youVe made me perfectly miser- 
able. And I was so happy and had brought home 
such loads of pretty things, and thought we were 
going to have such a gay winter." 

" So we will, dear," coaxed Tom. 

Annie wept, however, till they reached the hotel, 
where she was consoled with a dainty little supper 
served in her own room, and then she looked over 
and tried on some of her finery and found it very 
becoming, which soothed her yet more. And Tom 
made amends for his unlucky speech by admiring 
and caressing her, and telling her how devotedly he 
loved her, so that her April-shower gave place to 
gratified smiles and condescending joyousness. 

He lay awake some time that night, wondering 
why his random speech had >NOu\\.d^^ Kx\xC\^ ^<^. ^^^ 
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had not made it with special reference to her, or with 
the most remote idea of giving her pain ; it was one 
of his innocent blunders, such as he was continually 
making, he thought, and which she was continually 
overlooking. Then he reflected on the seedy cha- 
racter of Horace's coat, and the air of restriction 
about his house and hont^, and determined to do 
something handsome for him if he could. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

THE two sisters, as they sat alone together at 
lunch on the following day, offered a strange 
contrast to each other. Annie's faultless dress gave 
her a certain lady-like air ; she had taken pains to 
grow stylish-looking, and, in a sense, she was so. 
Yet there was a little restlessness in her movements, 
and her face had lost some of its youthful brightness 
and freshness. Maggie's refinement, on the con- 
trary, was all in her face and in the tone of her 
voice ; she had no style, no manner, her dress was 
very simple, and everything about her spoke of an 
economy that in spite of itself had to be ungraceful. 
But she looked serene and satisfied, and when she 
spoke it was with a loving gentleness born of a very 
different world from that in which Annie had been 
living. 

" I don't see but you are the same old sixpence !" 
Annie at last burst out in her old natural manner. 
" From what people say of you I fancied you were 
quite changed and spoiled. I almost expected to hear 
you begin to preach a sermon at me on the pomps 
and vanities of life. But thet^ "^om €\^. ^^^^Cvw^X^^ 
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other mortals, and looking as contented and happy 
as a queen/' 

" A great deal happier than any queen I know of/' 
said Maggie. 

" Is Horace good to you ? I mean," she added, 
colouring a little, " is he what you hoped he would 
be when you married him ?" 

"Yes, indeed!" said Maggie; "all I have to com- 
plain of is that he spoils me so." 

" Tom and I get on very well together, too," pro- 
ceeded Annie. " For my part, I like to be spoiled. 
And Tom has nothing to do, so why shouldn't he ? 
He fairly loads me with pretty things, and then he 
admires everything I say and do." 

" I hope, then, that you admire all he says and 
does!" cried Maggie. "Sometimes mutual admira- 
tion societies are good things." 

" Oh, you know what Tom is — a big, good-natured 
thing ! I get out of patience with him twenty times 
a day, and then we kiss and make up. I never pre- 
tended to be as romantic as you are, or ev^n as he 
is, but we get on together, as I said before." 

" And are you really going back to Europe 
again?" 

" Yes. You see mamma White would fain have 
us come and live with her, but that doesn't suit me. 
For though I can wind Tom about my finger in 
anything else, when it comes to his mother he is stiff. 
So, to put off the evil day, I am going to make him 
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take mc back to Europe. After we've travelled all 
we choose, I mean to settle down somewhere and 
study ! 

"And study r repeated Maggie. 

** You need not look so confounded. I only want 
to learn French enough to do shopping, and Italian 
enough to sing with ; you need not be afraid of my 
turning into a book-worm. Tom has helped me do 
my shopping thus far, but I don't always want him 
watching every cent I spend. Besides, it is mor- 
tifying to go about with other ladies who rattle off 
their French as if they were born to it, and to depend 
on one's husband to do one's talking. And now, 
speaking of shopping, let me show you what I've 
brought for you." 

" Oh, Annie," said Maggie, trying to look pleased 
at the display of finery, " how came you to spend 
so much money for me ?" 

" What is money good for, as Tom says," was the 
laughing answer. 

" But there things are too costly for me, with my 
plain ways ; at least most of them are. Let me 
keep the useful ones ; they are just what I need. 
You can't think how thankful I am for them, they 
will fit me up for the winter. But this light silk 
dress, oh, Annie I I never go to parties ; you must 
wear that yourself." 

"You foolish child! Knowing what a little old 
maid you are, I had it made as simply as Mile* Dutl^ 
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would consent to make it ; and do you suppose 
Vm not going to have any visits from you this 
winter ? This will be the very thing to wear when 
you come to dine with me." 

Maggie yielded ; it did not seem very likely now 
that she would go out to dine with Annie or any 
one else; she still felt so weak and disinclined to 

■ 

exertion. 

" I am so glad for you, Annie . dear," she said, 
when everything had been admired and discussed, 
" that Tom is so much under your influence. For I 
did tremble when you married him, lest being a 
worldly man, he would be a snare to you." 

"Now it's coming!" thought Annie, colouring. 
"I don't see but Tom is as good as many people 
who pretend to be better," she replied. " He is as 
honourable and as generous as the day is long, and 
wouldn't take advantage of a fly. And he is as 
sweet-tempered and kind-hearted as you are, every 
bit of it. And you ought to see how good he is to 
his mother ! By-the-by, to tell you a secret, mamma 
White always hoped he would take you instead 
of me. 

"I was not in the market to be taken .^" cried 
Maggie, with some spirit. And then she wished she 
had not said that ; Tom was a dear, good fellow, 
why resent being selected for his spouse } 

" Oh, I know nobody had the least chance after 
you met Horace " said Atvme, ^kefuUy, She had 
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steered clear of Maggie's impending sermon, arid 
delivered herself scornfully of the words, " Mamma 
White," and now it was time to go. 

The weeks that followed were full of confusion ; 
Mr. and Mrs. Wyman passing back and forth be- 
tween the hotel and their rich (?) daughter, and 
Horace's house and their poor (?) daughter; Tom 
and Annie running in and out ; display of dry goods, 
jewellery, pictures, infinite nothings; dinners, lunches, 
suppers. For a little time this pleasant excitement 
was |;ood for Maggie, but it soon ceased to be 
pleasant. She loved her own quiet home, and the 
opportunities it gave her of doing good, and gra- 
dually resumed the habits broken in upon by her 
illness. She could not go to her mission-school yet, 
but she had her class come to her Sunday after- 
noons, taught them, prayed with them, persuaded 
them to pray, and was as happy as a human heart 
could be. 

Horace was almost as well as ever, but that was 
not really well. He could not get exercise enough 
to keep up his health. The doctors said he ought 
to ride on horseback every day, but they might as 
well have said he ought to dissolve and eat pearls. 
He took care not to tell Maggie this, and she di^ 
not know how hard he found it always to take car 
or stage, when other men kept themselves young 
and vigorous by walking. Still she saw that he 
often was thoughtful, almost depressed, and asked 
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herself if seeing Tom WHIte and Annie so free from 
care, so able to put forth their hands and take what- 
ever they would, was not unconsciously making his 
own poverty more conspicuous and painful. He 
was working hard, and working late ; would he have 
to do this if he had no wife to encumber him? Pon- 
dering these questions, she, too, became more silent 
than was her wont, and Horace soon perceived and 
misunderstood it. 

"Poor little thing!" he said, "I do not wonder 
she feels the contrast between Annie's lot and her 
own! Here she is sick and weak, and needing 
delicacies, and drives, and leisure, and I cannot afford 
to give her enough of either! Ought I to have 
entered on this struggle, and to have let her enter 
it with me V 

"A penny for your thoughts!" said Maggie, 
Coming behind him, and putting her cool hands on 
his forehead. He was sitting over some papers, but 
not occupied with them, and she saw that he looked 
troubled. 

" Well, my dear," he said, " if I must confess, I 
was thinking of you." . 

" Of me ! And with such a face ? " 

" Yes, of you. Think of Annie's position, and think 
of yours ! And you are ten times as worthy of the 
good things of life as she is." 

*' Ah ! I know what all this means. You think 
Tom and Annie happier thatv we are* Why, Horace 
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I am ashamed of you ! Wc are the happiest people 
in the world." 

" Are we ? " with a comical look. 

" Yes, we are. Only you get dyspeptic now and 
then for want of exercise, and then you get to think- 
ing things. Come, now, if you could put everything 
back where it was before you knew me, when you 
had nobody but yourself to take care of, would you 
doit?" 

" And go and board at a boarding-house ? No, 1 
wouldn't." 

" Then, hadn't we better put a good face on our 
little home, and enjoy it ? " 

" One can't always get into the mood to put on 
good faces." 

" But one can bear the contrary mood patiently, 
and then it passes away, as moods will. Tell 
me one thing, are you over-working because of 
me?" 

" I am not over-working because of anybody. Of 
course, if I had no family to care for, I should work 
less than I do now, for lack of inspiration ; or, if I 
were rich, like Tom, I dare say I should not work at 
all. I should fancy that I didn't feel very well, and 
that idleness was my vocation." 

"Then Tm glad you're not rich. I have been 
thinking lately that God meant something when he 
gave the work of dressing and keeping the Gardea oC 
Eden to both Adam and Eve* He cc^vsJAV^^e. ^ssaA^ 
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the garden take care of itself, or have given all the 
work to Adam." 

" Why, Maggie ! don't you read your Bible more 
carefully than that ? He did give the keeping of the 
garden to Adam, and to Eve he gave work that 
Adam could not do, and which gave her plenty of 
occupation." 

*' Well," said Maggie, drawing a long breath, " I 
don't know how I came to make such a mistake, but 
I have really felt troubled at your having to do all 
the work, while I idle- at home. For I certainly 
thought God made Eve share Adam's labours in the 
garden." 

" I think that while I go on with my writing, you 
had better refresh your memory by reading the third 
chapter of Genesis. I believe I am a little out of 
sorts, and have been looking at things through the 
medium of a touch of indigestion. Not a very 
glorious trophy to bring home from the battle-field, 
is it?" 

" It seems as if it was enough to lose one's limbs," 
said Maggie, ** and not have one's health thrown into 
rhe bargain. Horace, dear, would exercise oa horse- 
back take the place of walking ? " 

" Yes ; but then this beggar has no horse on which 
to ride," he said, laughing. 

Maggie stood in thoughtful silence for some 
minutes, and then said in a low voice, 
''JV{?w I feel that we ate poot» "fiAaX^Jaisu God's 
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choice for us ; the choice of our best Friend. I am 
sure He could refuse us nothing that would give^me 
the pain that the sense of your needing something 
you cannot have gives me." 

Her eyes were full of tears, yet she smiled as she 
went on. 

" I don't know but it is a good thing to feel our 
own weakness ; it makes God's strength seem so 
strong. We can't manage this business of your exer- 
cise, but He can, and I believe He will." 

"Well, I feel all the better for this talk," said 
Horace. "You always build me up when I get down. 
And now, little woman, go about your business, and 
I will pitch into mine." 

" It would be a relief," thought Maggie, as she sat 
down at his side with her work-basket, " if I could 
talk this matter over with somebody. But if I tell 
Aunt Jane or Annie that Horace needs a horse, or 
the use of one, it would be just the same as asking 
them to see that he has one. Oh, the money Annie 
spent for me in Paris ! However, the hand of Provi- 
dence guided hers ; why should I fancy I could have 
guided it better ? " 

At this moment a note was handed her from Annie, 
which ran on this wise : 

"Dear Mag, — ^Tom has had to go and look after 
his mother, who must needs fall sick. And I have 
got such a cold that I can't ^o V.ci ^^^ '^^^^ <^x -^s^ 
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body. So jump into the carriage and come here this 
minute. * Nan.' " 

Maggie tossed this note to Horace, and ran to get 
ready. She knew he was too busy to miss her much, 
and it was pleasant to think of seeing Annie all by 
herself. Not that she did not love Tom, who treated 
her like a brother, but that his presence was some 
little restraint to her. 

Annie came to meet her with unusual warmth. 

V Just look at my nose ! " cried she. " And this is 
the night of Mrs. Erskine*s reception, and I wanted 
to go I Isn't it provoking ? And a cold does make 
one feel so flat ! " 

" But you could not have gone without Tom." 

" Oh, yes, I could ! There are plenty of them who 
would be only too glad to escort me. But only think 
now, suppose Mamma W. should go and die ! I 
should have to throw away all my lovely things, and 
put on black." 

" Why will you belie yourself so, Annie ? To hear 
you talk, one would think you had no heart." 

" You wouldn't think so, for you know better. Do 
you know Tom and I came the nearest to a quarrel 
to-day that we have come yet. He wants me 
to go home to live, because his mother is out of 
health and out of spirits, and thinks it would cheer 
her to have us about the house. But let me show 
you bow she looks." Atvd KtixCx^ ^\\\. o\v ^mOcl ^. 



Aunt Jane's Hero, 183 

long, melancholy face that Maggie could not help 
smiling. 

" I think you ought to go if Tom wishes it," she 
said. 

" I don't believe in mothers-in-law, much less in 
living with them." 

"Nor do I, under ordinary circumstances. But 
with her only son gone, Mrs. White has no pleasure 
in keeping up her establishment. Think how lonely 
she is ! " 

"Well, when I married Tom, I thought I was 
going to have all sorts of good times." 

" It seems to me you have almost all sorts. But 
was not your marriage to be for Tom's pleasure, as 
well as yours ? " 

Annie coloured, and replied : 

" I don't think it is very kind in you to take sides 
with Tom, and against me ! If there is any one thing 
I always detested the thought of, it was marrying a 
man's mother and sisters. To be ^ure Tom has no 
sisters — Fm glad he hasn't — and his mother might 
be worse than she is. But if we go there, she will 
expect us to sit with her all our evenings, and make 
me go with her to her societies and things. And I 
don't like to be led round by other people, and never 
did." 

"Just what we don't like is often just what is 
best for us, darling. / did not like to see my hus- 
band \ying at the point o£ de^XV^t^ot ^\^\nr.\^^ 



..♦. 
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to see me lying so. But I wish I could tell you 
what beautiful things grew up out of those unlikings. 
And as to being led about by other people ; why, 
they are often God's hands. He is the real leader." . 

" Here comes Tom ! " said Annie, in a tone of 
relief. She did not want to be led by God's hand ; 
she fancied she knew what was good for her bettec 
than He did. , 

" How's your mammie ? " she asked, as Tom drew 
near, 

"Dreadfully low spirited. She says "she needi^ 
some life and stir about the house. And I think she 
does." 

Annie set her lips in a way that showed there 
would have to be a fight before she should furnish 
that life and stir, and then Maggie prepared to Qo, 
Tom insisted on escorting her, and as they drove off, 
asked, in a piteous way, what he should do to pacify 
these two women, who, between them, were bewilder- 
ing him to the very last degree. 

"I don't know what to make of Annie," sa;id 
Maggie. " She never used to be selfish," 

" Selfish ! " repeated Tom, in a tone of surprised 
indignation. " My Annie .? " * 

Ah, well, what a mercy that love is blind ! 

"Yes," said Maggie, decidedly. "Your Annie, 
my Annie, is not herself. But she is not spoiled. I 
am sure that if she sees iVvat yow teally wish her to 
g*o home with you to your moVVvei's^ s\\^\r^ Y^^'^? 
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"But I don't like to urge her so, and yet my 
mother needs us ; I declare I never was so worried in 
my life. There's nothing I wouldn't do for her, and 
nothing I wouldn't do for Annie ; but I don't seem 
to suit either of them," he said, plaintively. 

" I am very sorry ; but I am sure it will all come 
out right," said Maggie. 

These words were simple enough, but they meant 
a great deal ; she was sure that she was going to 
pray about this thing day and night, and sure that 
God would hear and answer her in some good way 
of His own. And though she did not say this to 
Tom, he felt that there was significance in her tone 
and manner, and that she was on his side. He ran 
in for a moment to see Horace, and they had a little 
^brotl^rly talk together, which did not amount to 
much in itself, but which led Tom to think, as he 
drove off, 

" I do love that man ! " 

And made Horace say to Maggie, to her great 
satisfaction : 

" The more I see of Tom, the more I like him. 
He is as good-hearted a fellow as the sun shines on." 

"Aunt Jane always said so," replied Maggie, "and 
she has known him ever since he was a little boy. 
But isn't it strange, that with such a good woman 
for his mother, he has grown up to be in and of the 
world ? " 

" How good is she ? " 
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" Why, very good, I always supposed. She is the 
greatest hand 'for going to prayer-meetings, and 
societies and associations, and things of that sort." 

" And who looked ^fter Tom while jshe was off oft 
these expeditions ? " 

" Expeditions ? Do you call prayer-meetings ex- 
peditions ? " 

" If they took her out of her house, I do. Of 
course, I am not finding fault with them,* but I have 
observed tliat your burning and shining lights abroad 



often neglect to shine as they ought at home. And I 
know, for Tom has told me, that coming home from 
school, and invariably finding his mother out, he 
naturally sought for other society, and that not 
always of the best sort." 

" But think how he loves her !" 

"Yes; but that's something comparatively new. 
It sprang up out of the death of his father." 

"How many good things spring up out of sad 
ones !" said Maggie, thoughtfully. " Horace, I begin 
to believe that God distributes His favours far more 
equally among men than we fancy. How many 
poor people He makes rich; how many rich people 
poor ! Think how, happy we are, and what a little 
thing is poisoning Tom's peace, and Annie's." 

And then she told him of her conversation with 
them both. 

" Well, I advise you to keep silent, and not mix 
yourself up in the business. It \s tio\. o>yt ^fiiair," 
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" I rather think I can leave it to the Lord/* said 
Maggie. 

"And I rather think you must. You look very 
tired." 

" Annie grieves me. It hasn't been a good thing 
for her to marry a rich man. I daresay my head 
would have been turned just so, however." 

" Yours, darling ? What nonsense." 

But he acted as if he liked such nonsense, and 
soon peace settled down upon the little household, 
and gathered them all under its wings. 

But Tom and Annie sat far into the night, dis- 
cussing the question his mother had brought to a 
point, the one coaxing, arguing, despairing; the 
other unreasonable, wilful, and blind. 

"Very well!" cried Annie, at last. "It is plain 
that you care more for your mother than you do for 
me. To gratify her wishes you would sacrifice my 

happiness. If I had known you were such a man " 

and she filled up her sentence with tears, adding, 
"It says in the Bible that a man should forsake 
father and mother, and cleave to his wife." 

" Yes, it does. But mother repeated ever so many 
texts to prove that he ought not. It does seem as 
if there ought to be a right or a wrong to this ques- 
tion. Would you be willing to let some other im- 
partial person, or persons, decide it? Horace, or 
Maggie, or both V 

" Oh, I can tell you beforehand v^Vv^iX. \-\\.^^ ^<^>^^ 
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decide. They would preach sermons by the hour to 
prove that I ought to give up and let you have 
things your own way. I have no doubt they would 
find such a text as this in the Bible : 

*' 'Annie, you naughty girl, do what your husband 
wishes!'" 

In spite of her nose, which she had made even 
redder by crying, Annie looked charming in her 
husband's eyes, as she uttered these words in the 
bright, arch way that always won him. He caught 
her and kissed her, and said nobody should tease 
her, and that she was his own little pet, and — well 
they all talk alike. 

And Annie hid her triumphant face on his shoul* 
dcr, and knew herself victorious. 





CHAPTER XVI. 

MAGGIE was just going to sit down to take 
lunch by herself a few weeks later, when, 
after a furious ring at the door, Annie rushed in, 
threw herself into a chair, and burst into a passion 
of tears. 

"What is it, darling? Tom?" asked Maggie, 
tenderly. 

Annie shook her head. 

"^Then it's mother — or father — or one of the 
children,'* said Maggie, turning pale. 

"No, no, no; it's some horrid, horrid men that 
Tom went and endorsed for. And they've cheated 
us out of everything. We've got nothing left, not a 
red cent." * 

And Annie's tears flowed like rivers. 

" Oh, is that all ? I thought something had hap- 
pened to Tom, or that mother was dead," said 
Maggie, with great relief. 

" I should think you might say something to com- 
fort me I" sobbed Annie. *^ To think that Tom could 
be such a great big goose I It is just like him! He'd 
give away his head if he could." 

" Dear Annie, it isn't \\'^\i *Q dt^^.^l\iS. ^.V^ ^'^^^^^> 
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said Maggie. " Think now how good God is to take 
nothing but your money." 

" You don*t know what you're talking about," said 
Annie, impatiently. " Can't you think of something 
to say that will comfort me ?" 

" I wish I could, dear. If God had taken Tom 
and left you the money, would it have been better, do 
you think ?" 

" But why should He take either > Why couldn't 
He have let things go on as they were ?" 

"Ah, these are questions I can't answer, dear. 
But He knows why He does this or that. Isn't it 
some comfort to think that He would not have 
allowed this to happen unless it was good for you 
and Tom ?" 

" How can it be good for us ? Just fancy now, if 
you had put your foot down that you couldn't and 
wouldn't go to live with your mother-in-law, how you 
would feel to have things take such a turn that you'd 
got to go and live with her on charity? Such a 
letter as she has written to me ! I suppose it was too 
good a chance to heap coals of fire on my head to be 
thrown away. Just read that !" And Annie tossed 
a crumpled letter into Maggie's lap. 

" It is a beautiful, Christian letter," said Maggie, 
as she returned it. "I wish Horace could see it. It 
would elevate Mrs. White in his opinion." 

" He can see it, and welcome. Maggie Wyman, 
why don't you say sometViing to comloxV m^^ ysnsJ^^^A. 
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of magnifying Tom's mother. What have I done 
that I should be humbled and degraded into living on 
charity ?" 

"Annie," said Maggie, gently, "doesn't the loss 
of this money come as hard upon Tom as upon 
you ?" 

" I don't know. No, it doesn't. I had been poor 
all my life, and know just what I've got to come to ; 
but Tom doesn't. He keeps saying he has got me, 
and that's enough. But he will sing another tune 
when he comes to sell off his horses, and wear shabby 
clothes, and all that." 

" But you said you were to go and live with his 
mother." 

" Yes, till we can get started on something, Tom 
says he's going to work. But what sort of work is 
he fit for ? He doesn't know anything about busi- 
ness, and he is too old to study a professioni even if 
he knew enough, which he doesn't." 

"I am very sorry for you both," said Maggie. 
" But by-and-by, when you get over this first shock, 
and begin to think how many things you have left, 
this loss will not seem so intolerable. Oh, Annie I 
I have stood by what I believed to be my husband's 
dying bed, and have looked down into such an abyss 
of misery ! And you may depend upon it that you 
and Tom may yet be happy together ; perhaps hap- 
pier than you have ever been." 

She came and tried to mak^ Ktvxi\ft \^^.tw \NftX V^^^ 
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upon her shoulder, but Annie drew herself away with 
a gesture of impatience. 

So the hours wore away till it was time for dinner, 
when Horace came home, bringing Tom with him. 
They had been together all day, examining papers, 
and looked tired and troubled. But as his eye fell 
upon his wife, Horace's face brightened ; he knew he 
had come to a loving heart and a warm welcome. 
But Tom*s face lengthened when he caught sight of 
Annie, who sat listlessly in a corner, and did not rise 
to meet him as he entered the room. 

"Annie, darling," he whispered, "Horace has 
cheered and built me up so all day. Look up, and 
give me a smile, do ! " ^ 

But she only burst into fresh tears. 

They had a doleful time at dinner; Horace and 
Maggie tried to keep up some general conversation^ 
but Annie was so dismal, and Tom so absorbed in 
her, that the whole scene was very awkward. 

" I am going to stay here to-night," she proclaimed 
a little later. " I am too tired to go home. As for 
you, Tom, you can go to your mother's if you like.'* 

Tom*s lips quivered. Wasn't it enough to become* 
suddenly beggared ; must his wife fail him, too ? 

Horace looked on in silent indignation, Maggie* 
with tears of shame. 

"What can we do ?" she whispered; 

"Nothing just yet, dear." 
"Mary^*' said Maggie, sW^^vtv^ 4.ci>«tt vito the* 
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kitchen, "my sister and her husband arc going to 
spend the night here. If you will run up and light 
the fire in their room, I will get it ready for them." 

Now Mary, usually kind and considerate, saw fit 
to take this inauspicious moment to rise from her seat 
with a fling that declared her disapproval of the an- 
nouncement. It was a little thing in itself, but it hurt 
Maggie as a blow would have hurt her ; her pride 
rose at its injustice, and she was just going to say, 
with great dignity : 

"You are not to dictate whether I should have 
visitors or not!" when a better spirit whispered, 
" Hush, Maggie, hush ; this is one of the occasions 
of which you have heard for being deaf, dumb, and 
blind." 

So she went quietly away, Mary following noisily 
with the coal scuttle, and her simple little guest- 
room soon began to glow in the cheerful light of the 
fire. 

** I wonder what we can have for breakfast," she 
said, forcing herself to speak pleasantly; but Mary 
vouchsafed no reply. " Mary," she then said, " I did 
not tell you that my sister and her husband are in a 
great deal of trouble. And I know you always have 
a kind word or a kind deed for those who need it." 

"It's very good you are to say so," said Mary, 
brightening. " I'll do the best I can for break- 
fast." 

Mary was gained, and Maggie had concincrcd hcr- 
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self, so she went back to the parlour with a serene 
face, and she and Horace spent the evening in sug- 
gesting every source of consolation they could, except 
the one which for a time they knew neither Tom nor 
Annie would seek. 

It was time for evening prayers. Horace took the 
Bible, and without apology or embarrassment, read a 
Psalm, and then he offered one of his simple, child- 
like prayers, taking Tom's and Annie's trouble straight 
to God, telling Him all about it, asking what they 
were to do now, and especially that they might have 
all the imperishable riches hidden in Jesus Christ. 

Tom's tears fell fast ; he had never thought or 
cared for such riches, but he could not help feeling 
that Horace knew of what he spoke. And Annie 
ceased crying ; the directness and simplicity of 
Horace's words went to her heart, and, for the time, 
hushed it. 

" On the whole, Tom, you may as well stay here 
to-night," she said ; and Tom accepted the grace thus 
vouchsafed, with much gratitude and humility. 

" Well," said Horace, with a sigh of relief, as they 
left the room. " Come here, my little wife, and let 
me tell you how I love you, and how I pity Tom." 

This tacit reproach of Annie roused all Maggie's 
sisterly love. 

"Don't be hard on Annie, dear," she pleaded^ 

''When she gets over the shock and comes to her" 

5en:jcs, youli sec that there \s mote in her than you 
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fancy. She is naturally energetic, and will fit herself 
to her altered circumstances, as soon as she realizes 
that she must. But I don't like the idea of their 
going and living on Tom's mother." 

" Nor I. It is better for Tom to go to work, and 
carve his own way." 

" But what can he do ? " 

"That I do not know. I think his mother may 
probably advance him a sufficient sum to start him 
in some way. He will, eventually, have all her pro- 
perty, you know." 

"And then Annie will be rich again," sighed 
Maggie. 

" Is there anything so dreadful in that thought ? " 
asked Horace, laughing. 

" It is not good for Annie to have every wish grati- 
fied, and to lead a gay life. It has turned her head 
and diverted her attention from everything but the 
mere outside, the mere shell." 

" She has not been as happy as she fancied," re- 
turned Horace. " I remember full well how I fared 
when I tried to live in the world, and yet to keep on 
good terms with my own conscience." 

" Why can't you tell her so ? She likes you, and 
you have influence over her. She will let you say 
what she would not hear from me." 

" I am thinking of it. What have we got for 
breakfast ? " 

" NoW; don't trouble yowt ipoot ^W VwScciSk '^'^^Js* 



196 A tint Jane's Hero. 

breakfast 1 " cried Maggie. " After knocking about 
the world and living at hotels, neither Tom nor Annie 
care for anything grand." 

In fact, when they all four sat together at Maggie's 
little round table, Tom enjoyed the novelty of its 
simplicity ; his sorrows had not destroyed his appe- 
tite, and he was in really good spirits. 

And then came morning prayers, and he found 
himself elevated and touched as he had been on the 
previous evening. He was impelled by a spirit not 
his own, to whisper bashfully to Annie, as he took 
leave preparatory to another day in Horace's office, 
" When we get a snug little home of our own, we'll 
have prayers, too, won't we } " 

Annie started and coloured. 

Was such a proposition to come from him who had 
made no pretension to piety, while she, a member of 
the church, had never hinted at such a thing ? She 
went to her room condemned and ashamed, realizing 
for the first time how she had been dishonouring Him 
whose name she bore. 

She found Maggie making the bed. 

" Dear me, don't do that, child ! " she exclaimed. 
" It is a pity, if brought up as I was, I couldn't do it. 
It was selfish in me to stay here last night ; you've 
had to make a fire, and get your pretty little room 
all in confusion. But you and Horace have done us 
good, ever so much good, and I am not going to be 
so naughty again." 
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So they parted lovingly, and after Annie had gone, 
Maggie thought of many things she might have said 
i^astly better than she had said. When Horace came 
home at night she begged him to go, after dinner, to 
see Annie. She thought Tom would be with his 
mother, who was still confined to the house, and that 
he could thus see her sister alone. 

But Horace hesitated. 

" I should not know what to say to her,'* he ob- 
jected. 

" God will tell you when you get there. And I 
will be praying all the while. I am sure Annie is a 
Christian, but marrying a man who was not, and 
leading such a distracted life, and having so much 
prosperity, has unsettled her. Think, dear, how happy 
you are since you came out decidedly on the right 
side." 

*' Do you know, darling, how much you have had 
to do with that ? " 

" I ? " cried Maggie, astonished. " What can you 
mean } ** 

" I mean that I love you dearly, that's all," he an- 
swered, with a bright gleam like that of the time 
before the fever sobered him. 

"Now you look like yourself again," she said, 
thankfully. 

Horace found Annie alone, and very glad to sec 
him, and they fell naturally and easily into tUe. d\s.- 
coinsQ he desired. HeViad a v^x^ ^Xx^v^^Jv^v^-^^^^ 
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manly way of doing things he found it difficult to do, 
so he said, — 

" I have come to ask you to listen to a little ego- 
tistical talk : may I ? " 

" Why, certainly," she replied. " I always liked to 
hear you talk." 

" Thank you. When I was quite a boy my mother, 
persuaded me to join the church ; I did it partly to 
please her, partly because I thought it was the right 
thing to do. I did not expect to gain or to lose much 
by this step, but I think now that I gained by it. 
For all through my college course it was a check to 
me ; a disagreeable one, I will own ; but still it kept 
me out of some gross vices. I read the Bible now 
and then, and prayed when it was perfectly con- 
venient ; and when my mother died, read more and 
prayed more, and amended my life in many ways. 
When I came to this city, I struggled into a set that 
I fancied represented good society ; I followed their 
practices just as far as I dared, and if it had not been 
for Aunt Jane and my poor old father's prayers, 
should have given up even the outward semblance of 
piety. What little I had I concealed as carefully 
from the world about me as I should now conceal 
vices, if I had them." 

*' I have heard that you were much admired at that 
time," said Annie. 
"I suppose I was, I certainly wanted to be. But 
there is not an element ot tea\Vv^^^m^'s»'& vsx^^^^vsM 
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in which I dwelt. I had thoughtless gaiety, but not 
one satisfied moment. Then came the war. That 
sobered me. I could not dance and sing songs and 
flirt with pretty girls, when my country was in peril. 
I enlisted as a private, rose rapidly, and then you 
know what happened next. It gave me something I 
had never had — time to think; and my thoughts 
were full of self-condemnation. Then as I lay upon 
my bed in the hospital, too tired to talk or to be 
talked to, I heard conversation between my good old 
father and Aunt Jane, that opened a new world to 
me. They spoke of the grateful joy in God, the 
blessed fruits of sorrow, the delight in prayer familiar 
to believers, in a way to inspire even a cold heart. 
At that time I had never known such joy ; prayer 
had always been a task to me, and I had never tried 
to make my disappointments bear fruit. But now I 
lay there helpless, crippled for life, weak in body and 
weak in soul ; mourning for my lost limb as a mother 
mourns for her child, finding support and comfort in 
nothing that was left to me. It was then I turned 
heart-sick to God in a way quite new to me ; and I 
can tell you, Annie, that he who seeks Him halt and 
maimed does it with cries of anguish that reach His 



ear." 



" I had no idea that you felt, that anyone felt so," 
said Annie. '* I never realized that to lose a limb was 
so terrible. I have often laughed and joked about 
such things. But I never will a^^.va" 
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"I came back here a changed man,'* continued 
Horace. " But old associations still had power over 
mc ; I did not take the open, manly stand I might 
have done. / was ashamed of Jesus when with those 
who despised and forgot him. I wanted to get His 
sympathy with me in my trials, but I wanted to do 
as Nicodemus did, visit Him by night But Maggie 
broke in upon that cowardice, and led me, step by 
step, into open acknowledgment of His claims. But 
stilt I served Him a good deal as a slave does his 
master, and when I prayed, instead of finding the 
delight I had heard described, I felt as one does who 
throws missiles into an enemy's camp. But see how 
good He was. He came and threw me once more 
upon a bed of pain, made me feel as if I never should 
Uft hand nor foot again, and then when I was begin- 
ning to get well and to snatch at the world again, He 
threatened to take away my Maggie. This time he 
broke my heart all to pieces, and then showed me 
what he could be to such a heart. This world was 
greatly changed to me before our illness ; now it is 
quite a new one." 

" But you seem cheerful, you seem happy," said 
Annie. 

" I hope so, for I am one of the happiest men on 
earth. I am not now afraid of evil tidings or of mis- 
fortune in any shape. I have endured, in imagination, 
it is true, but still I have endured, the loss of my 
precious wi/C; and have leattvcd IV^X. vcvVom^ -a^wi Ca.ith 
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I coi'.ld bear even that crowning sorrow. And now, 
dear Annie, you will see that having given the world 
a fair trial, I am justified in speaking earnestly of its 
imbecility in the supreme hours of life ; and having 
tried God, I am justified in giving my testimony to 
His power to console the saddest heart/' 

"All you say is true, I daresay," said Annie. 
"But I don't feel it. I had a real good time in 
Europe, and after we got back. If things could have 
gone on just so, I should not have asked for anything 
better." 

" Ah, but it is not in the order of life for things 
always to go on just to our minds. That is the very 
point. If they did, we should never ask for anything 
better. That is just our folly and blindness." 

"After all you have said I have no doubt that if 
I could find a world without any trouble, I should go 
and live in it." 

" There is such a world." 

" Yes, but we can't go to it at any moment we 
are tired of this. There would be a great rush if 
we could." 

" And do you really believe, that if you went to it 
just to escape the troubles of this life, you would be 
happy there?" 

" Why not ? The Bible says so." 

"The Bible says that the great employment of 
heaven is praising God. Now, suppose a crowd of 
people dissatisfied with what H^V^^ ^^^^ ^\K^ "^^-^ss. 
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here, rush there on that account, would His will be 
any sweeter to them than it was before, and would 
they burst forth into songs of praise ?" 

" Why, Horace, what a good preacher you are," 
cried Annie. " I had no idea you were up to it." 

Horace, full of enthusiasm, sure that he should 
gain Annie in a single evening, felt as if he had 
wasted it as these words fell on his ear. 

He looked at his watch, and found that it was 
time to go. 

** I am a poor bungler," he said, " and sometimes 
wonder how I ever dare to try to do any of my 
Master's work. But we felt so sorry for you, Maggie 
and I." 

And then he went away. 

But Annie sat and pondered his words long after 
he had gone ; she could hardly believe that Horace, 
usually bright even to gaiety, had uttered such serious 
ones. 

" I suppose he is right," she said, with a sigh; "but 
I never did like your really good people." 

And she would not listen to Him whose Holy 
Spirit spake within her. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

MEANWHILE, Tom, finding his mother tired 
and indisposed to talk, had stepped in for a 
minute, as he thought, to speak with Maggie. 

" How cosy you look herel" he said, welcomed by 
a bright fire and a glad face. " After all, if people 
only thought so, they could get along with far less 
than they do. Where is Horace ?" 

" He has gone to see Annie. I thought he could 
say something to comfort her. But there is little one 
can do for friends in trouble.*' 

" I don't know about that. I do not believe you 
realize what a comfort your sympathy has been to us. 
You have been like an own brother and sister." 

"That's just what we want to be to everybody who 
needs us." 

" It is a little peculiar, isn't it ? Most young folks 
get out of the way of long faces, if they can." 

" But yours hasn't been long." 

*' Hasn't it ? Maggie, I'll tell you what I've been 
thinking. I want to turn over a new leaf, and live 
as you and Horace do." 

"Really?" cried Maggie, joyfully. "Have you 
told Annie ?" 
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" Not exactly. You see, it is not so easy to break 
up old habits. Not that I've been doing anything 
so very bad. But still I know there's a vast differ- 
ence between being moral and being religious." 

" What shall I say to him } " was Maggie's silent 
prayer before she replied. 

" If the loss of your fortune gains Christ for you, 
it will be a beautiful loss." 

There was a pause, and then she said : " Did you 
ever hear of a rich man's going around to this and 
that friend, begging him to spend his life in trying 
to become rich, hardly taking time to count over 
his own gains in his eagerness for the welfare of 
others V 

" Why, no, I never did." 

" But those who know the most about the riches 
Christ gives, can hardly keep their hands off those 
they meet, they are so much in earnest about seeing 
His heirs enter into possession." 

" Do you feel so V^ 

" Yes, I do." 

"Towards me?" 

" Yes, Tom, towards you," she said, her eyes filling 
with tears. 

His eyes filled too. 

" I knew somebody was after me," he said, with 
increased embarrassment, "but I thought it was only 
my mother." 

" It was your mother and my mother and father, 
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and Aunt Jane and Horace, and maybe your little 
sister Maggie/' 

" Well, I am not going to stand out against such 
prayers. Tm as ignorant as a heathen, and some- 
body will have a hard time pulling me along. But 
if you and Horace will help me, I will begin." 

" Begin what, dear Tom ?" 

" To be good." 

" But you can't be good, and we can't help you to 
be. All you've got to do you can now, sitting on 
that chair." 

"And what is that?" 

" Give yourself to Christ. Then ask Him to give 
you repentance and faith, and everything else you 
need." 

" But I thought it took a long time, and that 
people had to read and pray, and get wretched, and 
then at last they would feel their sins roll off their 
backs in a great bundle, and go on ever after re- 
lieved." 

" But that is not true. The first thing is to believe 
in Christ, and give yourself to Him, sins and all. I 
daresay that you will want to shut yourself up to 
tliank God for accepting your gift, and to read the 
Bible and to pray; but as to wretchedness, I do not 
see where there is any room for that to come in. Oh, 
Tom, it is such a blessed thing to love Christ and to 
belong to him." 

" I've been thinking so ever since we came home 
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and got well acquainted with you and Horace. But 
we lived in a good deal of a whirl, and I never talked 
to anyone as I have to you ; I don't know how it 
has happened. And as for Annie — ^" 

"Annie will come out all right," said Maggie. 
" She has had her head turned for a time, but she is 
not the only person to whom that has happened. If 
you take her to your mother's she will come at once 
under her influence, or if you have a little home of 
your own, gay friends will soon drop you, and you 
can live as you please." 

" Annie does not like my mother. I never could 
see why. She is a dear, good mother, and loves 
Annie like an own daughter." 

" Annie i^ very independent, and she is afraid of 
not having full liberty if she lives with your mother. 
But you will see that she will become another crea- 
ture sooner or later. I have known her longer than 
you, and I know what she was before you began to 
flatter and to spoil her, and to give her everything 
she wanted. You have never seen her best side." 

" Maggie," he asked, abruptly, " doesn't it say in 
the Bible that you must repent and believe } But 
you say believe and repent. Now, I do believe, I 
am sure I do ; but when I try to realize that I am a 
great sinner, I can't, and am as hard and cold as a 
stone." 

" I don't think the Bible lays down laws about the 
order in which God shall grant us His gifts. To one 
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He gives repentance first, and faith and love after- 
ward ; to another, faith and love, and they lead to 
repentance. The more we love Him the more we 
see how sinful sin is, and the more sorry we are to 
have been guilty of it." 

" Do you think, then, that I am, perhaps, one who 
loves God, and may get repentance for the asking ? " 

" Yes, I do. One man enters the kingdom with an 
intelligent sense of past wrong-doing, and He who 
came to save from sin becomes the door to it. 
Another enters, unconscious to a degree of his un- 
worthiness, and is drawn by cords of love, and He 
who loves those who love Him becomes his door. I 
know more about these diversities by hearing my 
father speak of them, than I could do of my own 
observation, and he always says to those who seek 
the way of life through Christ, ' Come in ye blessed 
of the Lord ! * whether they come weeping or smiling. 
Once in His kingdom He will rectify their mistakes, 
give courage to the timid, strength to the weak, 
wisdom to the ignorant, and penitence and love and 
faith to all. You will fancy it presuming in me to 
take this ground, but if I had taken it years ago it 
would have saved me much needless pain. I thought 
I must force myself to dreadful agonies of repentance. 
At last it came to me that all I had to do was to 
believe, and that Christ would give me all else that I 
needed; And IVe been a great beggar ever since." 

**Aud would you have mo do tliat?" 
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" I would have you go home to-night and say to 
Annie, ' God has given me a little faith, enough to 
make me want to tell you of it, and I am going to 
pray to Him day and night till He gives me all He 
has to give.' " 

" But suppose when I get up to-morrow morning, 
I feel that no change has taken place in me ? " 

"I will not suppose any such thing. If you get 
far enough to say that to Annie, you'll get farther." 

"I'll say it," he returned. "And if it ends in my 
becoming a Christian man, that will be your doing, 
Maggie. I've tried to be one again and again, but 
always wound up at the want of feeling right." 

He went away and said the lesson Maggie had 
taught him, like a simple-hearted, obedient boy; and 
added, "Are you glad, darling .?" 

" Yes," she said, ready to choke, " I am." 

" It will be just like his love to his mother," she 
said to herself, long after he had fallen asleep. " It 
will not make any difference how I think and feci ; 
he will do whatever he fancies right. And if he 
starts under Horace and Maggie, I may as well say 
good-bye to this world at once. And I do not believe 
in that. It was made for us to live in and to enjoy. 
Good people do enjoy it, and expect to go to heaven 
just the same. Mr. and Mrs. Jay go to the theatre 
regularly, and they belong to the church. Mrs. 
Bridges goes to balls, and dances round dances, but 
she is good, and gives 3L>way \o;xdi^ ol tacit^^-^ \.^ th^ 
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poor. And there's Henrietta Page! she is strict about 
going to the prayer-meeting, and reads her Bible, and 
has a class in the Mission-school, but she indulges in 
all the public entertainments, and dresses like a prin- 
cess ; but she expects to go to heaven for all that." 

"Will she enjoy heaven ?" whispered a voice that 
•seemed to be a re-echo of that of Horace. 

*' I suppose so. I suppose we all shall. I never 
did believe that some few saints had a right to lay 
down laws for everybody else. If they like to sing 
psalms and go to meeting better than anything else, 
why, let them ; who cares ? But why should they 
force their likings on to us young folks ? I want to 
go to heaven, but I want to enjoy myself while I'm 
here, and what is more, I will. Of course, I am a 
Christian ; if not, father would not have let me join 
the church ; and, of course, I want to be good, and 
mean to be ; but to wear a long face and look solemn 
— what did you say.^ Does Maggie? Why, no, I 
can't say she does, but most of her set do ; or at 
least I should think they would, for they never do 
anything but visit the poor and the sick, and go to 
meeting, and all that. I wonder if I had given more 
to the poor, whether God would have taken away all 
our money so } Now, just hear Tom ! He is breath- 
ing away as peacefully as a little baby, and yet he 
has lost such a fortune I He little knows what is 
before him." 

Thus musing, Annie grew feverish aad d^^^k.^^. 
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Everything looked gloomy and hopeless as she lay 
there alone in the darkness. Worst of all, an uneasy 
conscience kept her close company. She knew per- 
fectly well that she had not lived up to the vows she 
had made to God, and that she had taken for her 
standard not those who loved and served Him best, 
but those who gave him niggardly gifts from selfish^ 
worldly hearts. But there is really but one true 
standard, and that is not the life and doctrines of any 
man or woman on earth. The Bible is our only rule 
of faith and practice. If that tells us that our chief 
end on earth is to make ourselves comfortable, why, 
we need have no misgivings in doing so. But if, on 
the contrary, it utters such words as these, " She that 
liveth in pleasure is dead while she liveth," and calls 
for self-denial and promises tribulation, it follows that 
we have something to do in this world beyond seek- 
ing mere pastime and amusement. Do these words 
sound like words of gloom ? Ah, then, let us read 
on, and hear its songs of joy and hymns of praise ; 
what it promises to give and what it bias given. 
Those who accuse the saints of being too saintly, 
forget that not even the saints originated God*s word, 
but that " holy men of God spake as they were moved 
by the Holy Ghost." 

" What are you doing, Tom } " asked Annie, when 
she awoke. 

" I am reading," he said, coming forward with a 
book in his hand. 
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" That's something new," she said. 

" Yes, everything is new. Just hear this : I think 
it is beautiful. * In the world you shall have tribula- 
tion, but fear not, I have overcome the world.' I sup- 
pose I have read that before, but it has come to me 
this morning as something strange." 

** Tom, do you feel well ? " asked Annie, abruptly. 

" Perfectly well ; why not ? " 

" I didn't know but you were going to die, you're 
getting good so fast." 

** Good ? Oh, Annie, I wish I were I But I begin 
to think that I have done nothing all my life but do 
everything I ought not. Did you ever feel so ? " he 
asked, with great simplicity. 

**I am not a doctor of divinity," said Annie, 
wfearily. " Don't you see that I have the headache, 
and do not feel like talking ? " 

Tom was instantly all concern and tenderness, 
and Annie's undefined, jealous fear that she was 
losing him, gave way before the pleasant sense of 
possession. 

** I am such a bad old girl," she said, at last, " that 
I was afraid your getting good would make you care 
less for me. And indeed, Tom, that wouldn't be fair, 
for I've been the making of you. You always were 
good-natured and kind ; but you wasn't a bit bright, 
and I took you and woke you up. Everybody says 



so. 



" I know it, darling. And then Maggie woke me 
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up again ; or rather, Horace and Maggie did, between 
them." 

Annie had always felt herself to be greatly Tom's 
superior, but when, after she had risen and break- 
fasted, he said to her, " If you won't criticize your 
poor old husband, we'll read a chapter and pray to- 
gether before I go down town," she was perfectly 
overawed. She had not aroused that simple but 
sluggish nature to do this, not she ! God's Spirit 
alone could have emboldened him, whom she had led 
about as her great plaything, to take the dignified 
position to which she should long since have pointed 
him. And when she heard him pray — him, her Tom 
— her pride broke down, and she burst into bitter, 
passionate tears. 

Nothing could be gained by a description of the 
weeks that followed. Tom had come into God's 
kingdom like a simple, single-hearted child. But her 
return to Him, after careless, thoughtless, prayerless 
living, was painful and wearisome. Many a time she 
would have faltered but for the Christian friends who 
rallied around her with their prayers, their sweet 
counsels and their faith. 

** Oh, Tom, how good God was when he took away 
my great snare ! " she said, at last, when the conflict 
was over and peace had come in like a flood. " I 
was not fit for prosperity, and He knew it. He 
humbled my pride, and made you my teacher ! I 
could not have believed I should ever sit at your feet; 
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but I do ; you know more than I do, and I hope 
you always will ! " 

Poor Tom ! he was six feet high and well built, 
but when she talked so he felt that he could creep 
into a nut-shell. 

They had left the hotel and its very dangerous 
temptations, and at Annie's own request had come 
to his mother's. For the present, at least, it was the 
best thing they could do, and to Tom it was in every 
way agreeable. But Annie went because she was 
beginning to live less in herself and more in others, 
and at first it was very irksome to her to be de- 
pendent on one whom she had recently sneered at 
as " one of your prayer-meeting women." But Tom 
soon found employment, and it proved to be plea- 
sant, after the useless life he had led, and he and 
Annie often discussed the question of setting up a 
little home of their own. But Mrs. White always had 
some reason for deferring this, and so they kept stay- 
ing on. 

Horace lost no time, meanwhile, in impressing into 
his services these two young people, whose co-opera- 
tion with him in his Mission work was so timely. He 
gave to Annie a class composed of its very worst boys. 
Her quaint bright words soon secured their attention ; 
they would listen to her when they would let no one 
else come near them, not even Maggie. And then, 
in imitation of Maggie, she had them to tea and 
amused and interested them in ingenious, original 
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ways, such as would have entered no other head save 
hers. 

" She IS a strange, bright bird," Mrs. White con- 
fided to Aunt Jane. " I never saw anybody like her. 
She flies into a room on wings, lights down where 
she will, but always in the right place, sings as she 
flies, and never seems to have a care." 

" Don't try to turn her into a little white chicken," 
said Aunt Jane. " She is one by herself, and must 
fly where others walk. She seems to me now very 
much as she did when I knew her as a little girl, full 
of sunshine, running over with the joy of the moment, 
glad to be alive. She has vitality enough to make 
three or four enthusiastic girls." 

"Oh, I love her," said Mrs. White. *' Only some- 
times her odd, imprudent words and songs come 
back and startle me." 

" It will not hurt you to be startled," was the cool 
reply. " Let my bright bird alone." 

And the bird did flit and flutter at first, but after a 
while found her right place, for a bird of plumage, just 
as bright as her own, flew from under her wings, and 
put the whole household into a perfect flood of sur- 
prise and delight. 

Annie could not be exactly like anybody but her- 
self, nor could her baby; but they both created a new 
life in a home that had long been too silent, and Mrs. 
White's health came back as she forgot her ailments 
in rapturous contemplation of the little stranger. 
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Of course it was not a common baby, Annie said 
it wasn't, and Tom said it wasn't, and Horace and 
Maggie and Mr. and Mrs. Wyman all said the same. 
And the baby accepted the situation with dignity. 
And when they all called her their cherub, their rose, 
their bird of paradise, she smiled with the calm con- 
tent of one who had long since heard those musical 
words and learned them all by heart. 

But while Annie sang glad songs and talked gay 
talk to her baby, it was not out of the thoughtless 
heart of past days. It had been stirred to its depths 
by remorse, by penitence, by suffering and by joy. 
She had come out of darkness into a great light ; a 
light that was to shine more and more unto the per- 
fect day, and to serve as a beacon for many a tem- 
pest-tossed soul that would never have otherwise 
reached the haven where it would be at rest. 

Ah, there must be all sorts of lights on the shores 
of time ! There must be the moonlight radiance that 
never flickers or goes out ; the great glow of the 
noon-day sun, the twinkle of the stars, the erratic 
shoot of the signal-fire. They shall difter from one 
another in glory, but each shall have its appointed 
work and do it well, nor can one do the work of the 
other or shine as to itself. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

WE come now to the autumn of 1866. Horace 
and Maggie have been buffeting the waves 
and breathing the fragrant gales of three years of 
married life. 

" How shall we celebrate our wedding day ?" 
Maggie is asking Horace. "Sh^ll we have Tom 
and Annie and the baby to dinner, or go to Aunt 
Jane's?" 

" Has she invited us ?'' 

" Yes ; here is her dear little note. I fancy her 
poor old hand is growing a little tremulous." 

" We'll go there, then ; that is, if you say so." 

" But it is Annie's wedding day, too, you know. 
However, Aunt Jane has invited her, of course." 
. " Perhaps we had better go there. It certainly is 
a good thing to break in on the routine of one's life 
occasionally." 

"Is ours a life of routine?" asked Maggie, sur- 
prised at his tone. 

" I will not answer for yours, but mine certainly 
is. I go to the office at just such an hour, drone 
through a certain amount of work, step out for my 
Junch, go to work again, come home — ah, the routine 
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stops there, I will own. You always contrive to 
have something pleasant for me, if it is nothing more 
than running to bid me welcome." 

" Still, it is plain you feel the monotony of youi 
life to be painful. Well, sometimes I feel mine to 
be. To get up every morning and go through* a 
series of forms preparatory to making one's self pre- 
sentable, thinking how short a day will intervene 
before these forms will have to be gone through with 
again in a reverse way, is sometimes a little op- 
pressive. But is there not a story of a wedded pair 
who changed places with each other one day because 
of this sort of discontent ? The man staid in the 
house and cooked the dinner, and rocked the cradle 
and mended the stockings; the woman went into 
the field and ploughed, and fed and watered the 
cattle and the like. And that day's experiment 
sufficed for a lifetime." 

" I think I can get started for the day on that 
story," he said. " I feel no drawings toward cooking 
of dinners or mending of stockings. As to rocking 
the cradle, ah, Maggie, perhaps we should quarrel 
over that if we had one." 

" Yes, I can fancy that you would take to that 
sort of work, you are so fond of your little niece. 
But if God does not give us children, knowing as 
He does how thankful we should be for them, it is 
surely because He has some good reason for it. 
Perhaps there are now in the world some fatherless 
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and motherless little ones that He is saving for us 
till we can afford to take them in." 

After he had gone, Maggie stood for some moments 
just where he had left her, lost in thought, and with 
a shadow on her face. He had touched on a very 
sore spot when he had hinted that this childless home 
was a disappointment to him. 

For if it was such to him, what was it to her? 
She had never known until her marriage what it was 
to live without the sweet self-denials that are born 
of the helplessness of childhood ; she missed the 
sound of little feet, the caresses of little arms. 
Home-life was pre-eminently the life she loved best ; 
it was her instinct to hide in retired nooks, and if 
she reigned anywhere, to reign in a small, unobtrusive 
domain. But now she had health and leisure, and 
rather than be idle in God's vineyard she would work 
in more conspicuous, less congenial ways. Only 
there was Annie, so bright, so free from the shyness 
that makes outside duty painful, so fitted to adorn 
almost any sphere, tied down to a baby who would 
have loved some other mother just as well, and whom 
she, Maggie, would have been so much gladder to 
possess. For Annie disliked babies in general, 
while, of course, loving her own in particular ; and 
the details of the nursery were as distasteful to hef 
as they were an enthusiasm to the heroine of the 
doll-dressing witnessed years ago by Horace. 

Yes, there was a shadow on Maggie's face, and 
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there were tears in her eyes ; Horace would always 
have to find his happiness chiefly in his home, walk- 
ing wad so irksome and painful to him, and what is a 
home without children ? She had felt often before, 
and she felt now for his sake, like uttering the pas- 
sionate cry : 

" Give me children, or else I die !" 

She crept away to her own room in this strangely 
stirred mood, and told her story to Him to whom 
she always told everything that perplexed, or pained 
or gladdened her. And then she said He should 
give or withhold, just as He pleased ; that she would 
not plan or choose for herself; that she loved Him 
and believed in Him, and was satisfied and happy in 
Him. She might well say that, for the sweet throw- 
ing away her own will that she might take up and 
bear His, brought with it a peace and a joy that all 
the united treasures on earth could not have bought. 
Horace saw it in her face when he came home to 
take her to Aunt Jane's, and loved her for it, 
without knowing at exactly what spring she had 
been drinking. 

And Aunt Jane saw it too, and felt it in the un- 
usually fond caress with which Maggie greeted her. 

**Who would think of your breaking all one's 
bones in that way," she said, who loved so to have 
her bones broken. 

"I had to break somebody's 1" was Maggie's 
answer, " I am so happy." 
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At thc-dinner table Aunt Jane proposed to go 
into the form of pairing Tom and Maggie, Horace 
and Annie together, but Horace said he should sit 
by* his wife on his wedding day, and Annie, after 
upbraiding him for his want of chivalry to her, en- 
chanted Tom by declaring that he alone should be 
at her side. She was in great spirits to-night, and 
felt it within her that she could entertain them all 
the whole evening if she chose to give herself the 
reins. But she was trying to keep a little check on 
her reckless tongue, and this gave the others a 
chance to speak, and to feel that a vivifying glow 
from Maggie was warming and cheering the whole 
circle. 

" What has got into you, Maggie ?" she whispered, 
in the course of the evening. " Have you heard 
some good news?" 

" Why, I am just as usual," was the reply. 

The mark on her forehead, the divine mark, was 
growing deeper, but she wist it not. 

" I am coming to have a frolic with baby to- 
morrow," she added. 

" Have you decided what to call her V asked Aunt 
Jane. 

" No, we haven't. Tom calls her Blanche, for a 
little sister he had once ; think what an odd com- 
bination, Blanche White ! And I call her Mag. I 
suppose shell get one or the other of these names; 
probably the first." 
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"Annie, do be sober for one minute," cried 
Maggie, laughing. "You really never meant to 
have her called *Mag?'" 

" Why not ? It's a nice name, and I have nice 
associations with it." 

"You'll never let her do such a foolish thing, I 
know, Tom," said Maggie. 

Tom smiled and looked wise. He knew what he 
was going to do when the last moment came, and he 
wished it had come. After dinner the two gentle- 
men withdrew from the society of the ladies, after 
the manner of men, and the three ladies got close 
together, after the manner of women thus slighted. 
Maggie had stumbled on a very interesting family 
connected with the mission, and had a long story to 
tell about them, which she knew would result in a 
raid on Aunt Jane's store-closet next day. 

*' I wish I had time to run after poor folks as 
you do," said Annie, " for you really seem to enjoy 
it. And Horace has beaten it into my old Tom's 
head that for the mere pleasure of it, letting the 
question of duty go, it is good to live for other people 
rather than for yourself." 

" As if you had not learned that lesson vid baby ! " 
said Aunt Jane. 

" Vid baby and mamma White," said Annie. " Yes, 
I really think I know a few little things I did not 
know when I was married. As for Tom, you never 
saw a man so changed. I wish you could see the 
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letters he writes to his mission boys ; I am sure fhey 
are enough to melt hearts of stone. I cried over 
them myself. And the other night, just as he had 
come home all tired out, depending on a half-hour 
with baby before she went to bed, a message came 
that one of those boys was badly scalded, and off he 
went v/ithout his dinner, without me, and without 
baby." 

" Was the boy so seriously injured ? " asked Aunt 
Jane. 

"Yes, his life was in danger. Tom talked and 
prayed with him — think of it, my Tom getting down 
on his knees in a tenement house! And it was 
rather embarrassing for him, for there were neigh- 
bours all standing around, and one of the little 
children was dusting him all the time with a wisp- 
broom ! " 

" I don't know which pleases me most, his visiting 
and praying with his sick boys, or your loving sym- 
pathy with him in it," said Aunt Jane. 

" Nor I," said Maggie. " It seems to me that God 
hasn't left me a single thing to wish. He has given 
me everything I want." The young men now drew 
near, and conversation became general, and Annie 
made some gay allusions to past times, when they 
had all gathered around this same fireside, playing at 
cross-purposes with each other. Horace, who had 
suffered of late with intolerable sleepiness in the 
evening, and who had hardly been able to keep his 
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eyes open since dinner, now roused up and answered 
her back, and they had an encounter of wits that 
greatly amused the rest of the company. When it 
was time for Annie to go, on account of that punctual 
and exacting little maiden at hbme, they all pro- 
tested against her breaking in upon the evening so 
early. For while to a looker-on they might have 
seemed a very quiet little company, they had been 
spending very happy hours together; one love and 
one hope drew them to each other ; they were fellow- 
travellers, all going the same way, and before long at 
the longest, they would all meet where they need not 
separate to go to different homes. 

" We always have such a nice time when we come 
here ! " said Annie, as she kissed Aunt Jane good- 
night. "Are you sure that you are not really our 
very own aunty?" 

" I am sure I am very own aunty to all four of 
you," she said, looking lovingly upon them. 

" What, and are you my aunt, too ? *' cried Tom. 
" How very delightful ! " 

" It is good to go out, if only to find how good it 
IS to be at home again," said Horace, as he and 
Maggie hovered over their own little fire half an hour 
later. '* Ah, Maggie, how many such homes as ours 
there might be if there was only a little more com- 
mon sense in the world." 

''Suppose we turn into apostles and go about 
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preaching that doctrine," said Maggie, laughing at 
his earnestness. 

" I wish we could. Perhaps, when our heads get 
as grey as Aunt Jane's, people will begin to attach 
some weight to what we say, and we can then preach 



our sermons." 



" I am not going to wait for that. In fact, we arc 
preaching now. Everybody must see that we are as 
happy and contented as people can be in this world. 
I, for one, am growing stout on it." 

" You are growing sleepy — growing stout on want 
of exercise," replied Maggie. " But that horse will 
come; he will come, I am sure, and renew your 
youth. It did me good to hear you and Annie ban- 
ter each other so this evening, for you have been 
growing heavy and silent of late ; something so un- 
natural in you." 

"Yes; the visit really did me good. I shall be 
all right when your magic horse comes to give me 
my shaking up." 

So they helped each other over the fact that their 
evenings were getting to be mortifying to Horace 
because he could not keep awake, disappointing to 
Maggie because she thus lost his society. 

And while they were thus engaged Aunt Jane was 
writing a kind little note to Tom to tell him how she 
rejoiced over and sympathized in the Christian work 
to which he was giving himself. She had long since 
formed the habit of finding it good to scatter little 
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pleasures along the pathway of life when no oppor- 
tunity for greater deeds presented itself, and so these 
words to Tom. She was astonished, when his answer 
came to her, at the surprise and delight it had given 
him. Her eyes moistened as she read his grateful, 
affectionate words, and she thanked God that her old, 
lonely life had still power to send a ray of golden 
light into other lives. 

But a few days later Tom came to her, and said in 
his simple, honest way, "Aunt Jane, your note has 
puffed me up so, that I almost wish you had not 
written it." 

She smiled a little, then she said : " We have all 
read of the wand of a certain king that turned to 
pure gold every object it touched. Now, every 
Christian has a wand which works just such, nay, 
greater, miracles. Fdndlon prayed that the successes 
of Louis XIV. might make him as humble as a great 
humiliation could. Now you and I, when we feel 
ourselves unduly exalted by flattery, or even by 
innocent, loving words, have only to say, * Lord, 
turn this temptation into benediction ; let the words. 
that strive to make me abound, become, in thine 
hands, but a new abasement,' and there will be no 
* puffing up,' you may depend upon it." 

"It made me very happy. But then I caught 
myself thinking, 'Tom, there must be something 
uncommon about you if people can write to you in 
that way!' And then I felt mean that I had 
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thought anything about it.'* He looked in her face 
like an ingenuous, very good boy, and she said : 

" I don't see but you'll have to pray that you may 
get back to thinking yourself common again. We 
have all of us a great deal to learn on these points, 
but we must learn to bear praise and blame with 
equal equanimity. We shall, in this world, get most 
of the latter, but we need shrink from neither as long 
as both drive us to Christ." 

" Now, I'm glad you sent me that note, and glad 
IVe had this talk with you. Aunt Jane. My mother 
has often said she wished you could get Jiold of me, 
and now you have." 

" I shall keep hold, you may depend," she an- 
swered. " I am an old woman, and might be a very 
sorrowful one ; but I am resolved not to be that while 
there is a single human heart in the world that mine 
can warm." 

" You are warming a good many," he said. ^' It 
is really wonderful how you make us young folks 
love you." 

" It is not I whom you love !" she answered. "It 
is the presence within me of your and my Friend. 
Let him leave me for one moment, and all you 
would see left would be a weak, sinful, ignorant old 
woman." 

He only half caught her thought, and yet it held 
him all the way down town, and came back to him 
Inter with singular power. 



Aunt Jane's Hero. 227 

" Well, Mag/* said Annie, the next time they met, 
" Tom has made up his mind to give your name to 
baby, and says he always meant to do it Only he 
is for sentimentalizing over her, and calling her 
' Pearl* and 'Pearlie.* For my part I shall call her 
Mag. Sha'n't I, my little. Daisy, my Queen Mar- 
garet, my wee Maggie, my white Pearl, my own old 
Magi" she cried, snatching her baby from Maggie's 
arms to cover it with kisses. 

" YouVe got to pray for this baby as long as you 
live,'* she added, her bright face growing softer, 
more tender. " She's got a poor old stick for her 
mother, and you must be her saint; I'm afraid I 
never shall. There, take her; I'm tired of her 
already. I never did like to hold one of these 
squirming little things.'* 

Maggie stretched out her motherly arms, and 
gathered her little namesake to her heart of hearts. 
And while she half sang, half whispered to it of the 
great world of tenderness she had to give it, Annie, 
with nimble and skilful fingers, manufactured for her- 
self a bonnet that she knew Tom would say became 
her wondrously, and so it did. 

" I am not running up milliner's bills for grandma 
White," she said. " Now, isn*t that lovely ? Well, 
guess what it cost. You won*t ? Well, it cost four 
cents." 

" You absurd child !'* cried Maggie. 

"Are you talking to me ot >lo >Jc^^\«ia^X "^^^^ 
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see now how lucky it was that I brought home so 
many odds and ends from Paris. I can go on making 
bonnets indefinitely for nothing at all. Maggie 
dear, you need not think my head runs on nothing 
better." 

" I don't think so. I know it runs on Tom and 
the baby and on yet better things." 

" Yes, it does. But I knpw I am not all taken up 
with those better things as you are. What is the 
reason } I want to be good. I try to cure myself 
of my ways, but I can't. Do you know what a trial 
I am to Tom*s mother V 

*' A trial ? What, when you make Tom so happy, 
and have given her this sweet baby to love ?" 

" Well, I am a trial for all that. She has set you 
up for her standard and wants me to be just like you. 
Now I'll leave it to you if nature did not make us 
entirely different ?" 

" I can testify that she did," said Maggie, absorbed 
in the baby. And then, rousing herself, for she was 
trying to carry her unselfishness into very little 
things, she added, — 

"Somebody has said that we ought: to learn to 
love our friends for what they are, rather than for 
what we wish them to be. I think so too. But I 
must say that I never had to learn that in regard to 
you. You are lovable in yourself, and you know 
Jt, you naughty little thing you, with your mock- 
humility speeches." 
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" So is everybody," objected Annie, " if you can 
only get at the lovable part. The trouble is they 
keep their hearts locked up as they do their cash, 
and you only know they have any by seeing the 
boxes." 

Maggie laughed. "But do not you and Tom's 
mother get on well together V^ 

" Oh, we get on ; that's just the phrase to describe 
it I You know, in the first place, she's weak and 



nervous." 



" And you are strong and well. So you can in- 
spirit and cheer her." 

" Well, I do: In the second place, she thinks she 
knows how to manage baby ten times as well as I 
do. She wants her bathed in hot water, and I bathe 
her in cold. She thinks she ought to have every- 
thing she cares for, and I think she shouldn't have 
one. She gives her great lumps of sugar, too, just 
think of that ! " 

" Still you have the chief control of baby, and 
always these little differences occur when there are 
grandmas on hand. It is not peculiar to you." 

" You would not like it. You are as independent 
and as positive as J am, every bit of it." 

'* No, I should not like it. But I don't expect to 
find anything in this world exactly to my mind. I 
expect to plague people and expect them to plague 
me. But I would not make myself unhappy about 
such trifles \i I had such a baby as >i}cC\sr 
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" Would you really like to have the baby and let 
grandma be thrown in." 

" Would I ?" cried Maggie. " Oh, Annie!" 

"I had no idea you felt so," said Annie, greatly 
moved by Maggie's look and tone, and the clasp of 
her arms around the little one. " I don't see, then, 
why God does not give you children, if you want 
them so much." 

" Hush, dear, it hurts me to hear you so much as 
hint that He is not giving me all it is best I should 
^lave, for He is." 

" Dear old Mag ! I wish I loved Him as you do ! 
And I wish I could learn to mind little frictions less. 
But it will take me a long, long time to get back 
to where I was when worldly prosperity turned my 
giddy head. Tom is really better than I am ; it 
quite frightens me to see how fast he grows in good- 
ness. You ought to see the lovely note Aunt Jane 
wrote him. Let me think, where is it ? Oh, here it 
is; read it, Maggie." 

" Do you think I may ?" 

" Certainly. It is only some of those kind, en- 
couraging words she loves to put on paper." 

Maggie read the note with a keen appreciation of 
the Christian love that prompted it, that could only 
be felt by a kindred soul. 

"It is beautiful," she said, "and just like Aunt 
Jane. She lives for everybody except herself. Now 
we are always going to her with all our little 
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troubles, yet she never speaks of hers? But, of 
course, she must have them as well as her great 



sorrows." 



" I cannot associate the idea of trouble and sorrow 
with Aunt Jane," said Annie. " I never saw a cloud 
on her face." 

" But she has them on her heart. Only shallow 
people are always at ease there. But she is cheerful 
because she will be cheerful. She is a constant 
lesson to me." 

" To you ! What is she then to me with all my 
little frets and cares ? " 

"A nice book to study!" replied Maggie. "I 
believe 1 shall take this baby home with me. You 
wouldn't care much ! " 

"Shouldn't I? Come here, little Mag, and tell 
your Aunt Mag some of your and my nice wee 
secrets." 

How pretty she looked, this bright rosy young 
mother, as she caught her child and whispered some 
loving nonsense in its ear I At least Maggie thought 
so as she walked home with a warm sisterly glow in 
her heart. 

" Annie is going to make a splendid woman," she 
said to herself. " The worst of her is over, she will 
grow less and less selfish, more and more loving, 
every day: That baby will bring her out, I know it 

will." 

Dear Maggie, it is you who will bring her out 
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But you will never know it. Walking down a fashion- 
able avenue towards her obscure little home in a dress 
that befitted her poverty, but was out of keeping 
with that of the gay crowd about her, she had 
thoughts in her heart that made a " thousand liveried 
angels lacquey her," for they were thoughts such as 
angels love. 




c-<(^aft-* 



:.( 



CHAPTER, XIX. 

WELL, my little wife, how has the day gone 
with you ? *' Horace asked, as she ran to 
meet him in the hall, on his return that night. 

"It has gone well, like all my days/* she said, 

gaily. 

" So has mine, unlike all my days," he returned. " I 
have something to tell you that will please you, I 
know." 

" I hope it is about a horse." 

"No; it is about a boy. About young Rooncy. 
He has come out such a fair and square Christian. 
You know how he has tried my faith and patience. 
And only last Sunday he was so outrageous that if 
it had not been for my certainty that you were pray- 
ing for him, I would have dismissed him from the 
school. But I resolved to give him one more chance, 
and to-day he came down to the office, to ask my 
pardon, and you never saw a fellow more humble or 
penitent. He says that his behaviour on Sunday 
was the devil's parting grip, and that he has since then 
* given him as good as he sent.'" 

"What talk!" 

"Oh, there's no cant or humbug about him, and 
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there never will be. If he goes on he*ll make an 
original, useful man." 

" Yes, there's nobody like him." 

" I wish you would be a little more enthusiastic, 
Maggie. I thought you would be perfectly delighted 
with this news." 

" So I am. But you know I never can say any- 
thing when I feel greatly moved." 

" Yes, I do know it. But I wish you would out- 
grow that. It makes people misunderstand you so." 

"I suppose it does. But one must get used to 
being misunderstood. Tell me some more about 
Rooney ; it does my heart good." 

*' I will, after dinner. Oh, no ; after dinner I have 
to go and see Aunt Jane. I received a mysterious 
note from her this morning that I can make nothing 
of. Just run it over and see if you can guess what 
she means." 

Maggie turned pale, as she cast her eye over the 
note. 

"Why, what can have happened to her since our 
visit ? She seemed then as well as usual, don't you 
think so ? " 

" I saw no change in her except that, if that were 
possible, she seemed more delightful than ever. But 
it is plain that something is stirring her soul." 

" Something very serious," said Maggie. " Do go 
the moment dinner is over." 

A shadow had fallen upon them both. Horace 
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loved Aunt Jane with ever-increasing devotion, and 
her love to him was one of the bright spots of his 
life. And Maggie loved her, not simply from grati- 
tude, but with that wondrous Christian affection 
known to those only who are walking heavenward 
hand in hand. 

Horac? was gone all the evening. Maggie sat 
watching for him hour after hour ; the passing foot- 
steps were heard less frequently ; at last all was 
silence in the street, and still he came not. Could 
anything have happened to him ? . she asked herself, 
with a pang. And suppose there had — ^what then ? 
Why, then — ah, who that saw that upturned face 
could have helped loving our Maggie ! 

"Are you all tired out waiting for your old hus- 
band ?" asked his welcome voice at last. 

'* Not tired now you have come 1" she said, joy- 
fully. 

" Well, what is it, dear, good news or bad ? " 

" Everything has its two sides," he answered, eva- 
sively. " Aunt Jane will tell you, the next time you 
see her. But she has forbidden my doing it." 

" I shall see her to-morrow, then." 

" Yes. You had better go." 

She watched his face as he spoke, but could learn 
nothing from it, but she felt that his arms enfolded 
her more closely than usual, as if afraid that she 
might slip away unawares. But when, the next 
morning, she was ushered into Aunt Jane's bright 
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parlour, and met her bright smile, she reproved her- 
self for foolish anxieties. 

" I don't think I shall let you give me such a hug 
as you did the other night," said Aunt Jane, holding 
off a little as she welcomed her. "Take off your 
things, darling, and we'll have a nice long talk. I 
knew you were on the way here, knew at just about 
what hour you would come ; you know 'mind knows 
the approach of mind,* sometimes, at least." 

" Yes. Your note to Horace startled me a little.'* 

" I meant it should. Maggie dear, if I should tell 
you that I was about to go to Europe for some years^ 
would it pain you very much ? " 

" That depends on how glad you were to go. If 
you were glad, I am sure I should not be asking how 
I was to get along without you. I should be think- 
ing of yoiif pleasure." 

" Yes, you would. Well, dear, don't be troubled 
when I tell you that I am going on a much longer 
voyage, and shall not come back." 

Maggie's colour came and went, yet she did not 
say a word for some moments, but sat with the dear 
old hand clasped in both hers. 

" Will the voyage be long ? Will it be hard } " 
she whispered at last. 

" Yes, dear ; long and hard. But what then ? 
Why, a beautiful getting into port, and the casting 
anchor there." 

" Oh, Aunt Jane 1 " 
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"Do you know, my child, that I can look on 
curiously at your tears, and take no part in them ? 
It seems such a very little thing for a woman of my 
age to drop down by the wayside. Why, it is hap- 
pening every hour ; why not to me ? " 

*' And the suffering ? " 

" Oh, the flesh shrinks from that, of course. But 
still, what then ? It is not the fashion of human 
souls to part company with the house of clay they 
have lived in without a hue and cry on the part of 
the latter. I suppose you have guessed my secret 
by this time ? " 

" Yes. And to think how I must have hurt you 
that night!" 

" It did not signify. And now you will want to 
4iear how long I have known this. I have known it 
six months. I may live six months more, but 
about that I have not inquired. All my worldly 
affairs, thanks to Horace, are now settled. But I 
want the pleasure, before I go, of seeing you and 
him more comfortably established. That house did 
very well for a beginning, and you have both behaved 
beautifully in it. But I am a sort of mother to you, 
you know, and I am going to beguile myself of some 
of my weary days by putting you into another. You 
see it would be impossible to live in such close 
quarters if you had children." 

** But we have not any." 

** Not now. But they're coming. I am not going 
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to make you rich, but I am going to lift the burden 
you have borne so patiently. No, do not say a 
word ; the thing is settled, and has long been 
settled in my mind. Hitherto you two have not had 
the necessaries of life ; I have just found that out." 

"Why, Aunt Jane! We have had them and 
more, too." 

" No ; I got it out of Horace last night how heavy 
and sleepy he is every evening, and how often 
depressed and out of sorts, and all for want of 
proper exercise. I really think you owed it to me, 
who loves you so, to tell me he had been ordered to 
ride. But those hard days are over. He is to beg^'n 
to ride this very day. And as to you, my precious 
little Maggie, you shall have something to make 
your domestic wheels go easier, and something for 
your poor folks beside. So you see my going off to 
be well and happy by-and-by, is to add to your 
health and happiness, too." 

" We would rather have you, and go on living for 
ever, just as we have done." 

" I have no doubt of it. But you see that God 
has other plans for you. And now we'll talk about 
the place I am going to, if you feel like it" 

" Oh, Aunt Jane ! You are glad you are going to 
leave us ! " 

" Yes — that is, I am glad I am going where I am, 
though not glad to leave you. Think how easily I 
can go ! No husband, no child to hold me back: you 



Aunt Janets Hero, 239 

and Annie and Horace are all nicely settled, and 
happy ; why, it is wonderful ! And I have so long 
felt more at home there than I have here. Not that 
I would have you fancy that I have not been happy, 
very happy, among you all." 

"You have been ready to go this long time, I 
know." 

" Yes, I have. If I were going to Europe now, 
I should have quite a time of it, making my prepar- 
ations. But for this voyage I have not a thing to do. 
It was all made for me long, long ago ; such kind 
and thoughtful and loving preparation ! All I shall 
have to do will be to step on board." 

"And we shall be following after," said Maggie, 
drying her tears. "I am ashamed of' myself for 
crying so. I ought to be congratulating you instead 
of putting on this doleful face. Di^ar .j^unt Jane, I 
will not do it again. You are going to enjoy a great 
deal more than we are going to suffer ; and what if 
we do suffer } Yes, I am ashamed of myself." 

" Ah, I am too happy in the thought of going, to 
mind your crying a little. I always was a selfish 
old thing. But all that will soon be over. I shall 
not be selfish in heaven. I shall never crimson 
with shame nor sigh with grief; I shall be with my 
Saviour and like Him. All the rest of the time I am 
here I want to spend in magnifying Him ; but I am 
afraid that towards the last I shall only be able to do 
that in a very imperfect way. Remember, dear 
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Maggie, youth and health are the time and the season 
for glorifying Him. I am afraid a sick-bed, with 
its distracting pains and weaknesses, is a poor place 
for it." 

" I think you have glorified Him all along.*' 

"Not as I now wish I had. Life looks very 
strange and impressive as one casts on it a back- 
ward glance. Perhaps you fancy that it looks insig* 
nificant. But it docs not. On the contrary, even its 
little details have an importance of their own ; just as 
moments make hours, so trifles make life ; not one 
can be spared out of the great whole, each has its 
own account to give to God, And now, dear, we'll 
make it a point, you and I, to have very cheery 
meetings together, while I stay, shall we not } " 

" I shall want to come very often, and I will be 
cheerful, too. This has been a great shock to me ; I 
want to get home and pray it over." 

*' Why can't we pray it over now } For my part,! 
have on my soul such a weight of gratitude that I 
want to pray and sing, too. To think that I, a podr 
sinner, am so soon to be called home 1 I can hardly 
believe it." 

Maggie went home, after a time, with a full heart ; 
fuller of joy than of pain, for the courage and faith of 
tht one heart had strengthened and elevated the 
other. She found Annie waiting for her. 

"I have been here an age," was her salutation. 
"But you have been cryvtv^. N^V7>'^^'?,'g^^d'w:lm^I" 



Aunt Janets Hero. 24X 

" Yes, but I am ashamed of myself. Yet you will 
ciy, too, when you hear about Aunt Jane." 

She told the story in a few words, and Annie was, 
for a time, completely overcome with grief. 

'* Aunt Jane is just the same as an own aunt," she 
said, at last *' How dreadful it is to love people so ! 
Sometimes I wish I were as heartless as a stone. 
And you say she is bright and cheerful as ever? 
Then she must have been inwardly sad and sorrow- 
ful when we thought her so happy. For, of course, 
it is the expectation of meeting her husband and 
child again that makes her glad to die.*' 

*' Oh, I do not think so I She never mentioned 
them." 

"I am sure that if, Tom and baby should die, I 
should want to go too," pursued Annie. 

Maggie knew that it would be of no use to argue 
this question. Annie was too far behind her in the 
Christian life to comprehend what she and Aunt 
Jane so well understood : that heaven is Christ, that 
Christ is heaven ; that that city hath no need of 
sun, or moon, or human food, or earthly tie, because 
the Lord Himself doth lighten it 

" I suppose I shall have to go to see her ? " Annie 
asked, finding Maggie's silence not agreeable. " But 
I shall not know what to say to her. Do you think I 
need say anything ? Wouldn't it do to talk of other 
things, and not of this ? " 

" You will not find it embatt^^svw.^ ^\. '^J^.- "^J^^ 
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will talk about dying just as honestly and naturally 
as she does about living. I would go to-day, if I were 
you." 

" Oh, I can't go to-day — IVe made such a fright of 
myself, crying. Perhaps 1*11 make Tom take me 
some evening. Dear me, how dreadful it all is ! ^' 

" You won't feel so after youVe seen her. Think 
now, she has known it for six months, and not one of 
us has seen the least difference in her." 

Yet Annie felt the dread and the repugnance to 
seeing Aunt Jane that is natural enough in young 
people, and she put off from day to day the visit she 
yet felt she ought to make. So she was not a little 
ashamed when, one morning, Aunt Jane came to see 
her. 

"As the mountain wouldn't come to Mahomet, 
Mahomet has had to come to the mountain," was the 
salutation that greeted her as she entered the parlour, 
" You need not be afraid of your old aunt because 
she is on the wing." 

" Oh, Aunt Jane, I was so shocked, so grieved ! " 

" Shocked that I have had an invitation from a 
King.? Grieved that I am going to accept it joyfully ? 
Why, my child, the past six months have been de- 
lightful ones ! " 

" You must have loved your husband and your son 
with wonderful love," said Annie. 

^' My husband, my son? Aye, and so I did. But 
it is not to find them that 1 am ^om^ ^tv'^v^V^ns^^ 
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hard journey ; though I doubt not I shall find them 
at its ending. Listen to me, and never forget my 
words. I loved my husband and my boy with a mad 
idolatry that made heaven, when they went there, 
only heaven because it had become their home. And 
now I love Christ so that heaven is only heaven be- 
cause it is His eternal abode. Don't you remember, 
dear, how you children, when you had been away at 
school, always asked, on your return, ' Is mother at 
home ? ' never adding, ' and father and all the rest of 
them.* And if mother was at home you were satisfied, 
even if the others were all absent, and came in later." 

Annie listened, but with a troubled face. " No one 
can make me believe," she said, at last, with great 
decision, "that I could be contented in heaven with- 
out Tom and baby." 

Would it have done any good to argue the point 
with her ? Suppose a child of four years says to his 
mother, "I am as tall now as I ever shall be," can she 
prove to his faithless, ignorant little mind that this is 
not true ? No ; she can only say, " Wait, and see 1 " 

But Annie wanted to dispute and argue, and kept 
trying to lead Aunt Jane into a discussion. " It stands 
to reason," she said, " that if I could not be happy 
without them here, I could not there. For I have 
God for my Friend now ; and yet I want my husband 
and baby, besides. Why did He give them to me ? 
Was it not that I might love them ? " 

"But as Aunt Jane only smvVtd Vaxv^Vj ^v. \n&x h^c^r.- 
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ment, excited words, Annie checked herself, and came 
back to the point whence she had started, and said 
how dreadful it all was. 

" There is nothing dreadful about it yet, dear, and 
when that part of it comes you will be away in the 
country with your baby, and need see none of it." 

" Ah, but you will suffer, all the same." 

" Yes, I know. But I shall forget all tliat when 
Tve been in heaven five minutes." 

*' And you really want to die V^ 

" It is not so much wanting to die as to live. For 
once out of this world my real life will begin. That 
thought makes me very happy." 

" I don't want to go till Tom and baby do," said 
Annie, returning uneasily to that thought. "It 
wouldn't be heaven if they were not there." 

We are only too apt to yield to the sdf-conceit, 
beloved child of ignorance, that utters such cries. 
It would be well if we could once get it into our 
heads that those who express religious views to 
which we are strangers, have gained them, as he 
who travels in advance of his comrade sees, before 
he does, what there is to be seen on the way. And 
instead of arguing with him who spies out the land, 
and brings back grapes from Eshcol, suppose we 
penetrate that land, and look for the fruit it has 
likewise in store for us. 

" Hast Tliou bMt otie\Ae^?.m^^ O my father? 
Bless me, even me «^soV^ 
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Aunt Jane was like a mariner, who, foreseeing a 
coming storm, trims his sails, and, if need be, casts 
overboard his treasures. She knew that all her 
faith and patience, and natural courage, were now 
about to be tested, and that good people and bad 
people would look to see how she met the gale. 
But before it broke loose upon her in relentless fury, 
she busied herself with the interests of all those 
who would be in any way affected by her death. 
She determined to see with her own eyes that the 
burden was lifted from some of the homes she loved. 
Naturally enough, she thought first of Horace and 
Maggie. She did not propose to make them rich, 
but only to make their way easier. And the plan of 
putting them into a more comfortable house, grew 
out of their grief at the thought of parting with 
her. She thought that moving and getting into 
their new abode would be a wholesome distrac- 
tion for them, and that when her hard struggle 
came, there would be full time for them to weep 
, and mourn. She had great sympathy, too, for 
country ministers and their wives, and had not a 
few on her heart to whom she now gave a loving, 
helping hand. Then when those affairs were all 
arranged, there was an endless number of little 
blessings to scatter here and there ; parting visits to 
make, while possessing her secret, and so avoiding a 
formal farewell ; letters to vjxVt^^ V!vcA ^^\^^ \5^ 
speak, sick rooms to beawtv^v* ?^x^ *Cw^>^^^ ^^ 
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little romances, your honeymoons, your smiles and 
your tears, kept me always on the qui-vive. And 
now I wish I could tell you how easy I feel about 
leaving you. I see you so happy in each other, so 
happy in God and in working for Him, that I have 
not a wish ungratified. You will have your trials 
and your sorrows, your rainy days and your teni-^ 
pestuous ones ; and what is worse, you will have your 
prosperous ones. But you will not be overwhelmed 
by the one or swept away by the other." 

"You will give us ever so much good counsel 
before you go, won't you, dear Auntie.?" asked 
Maggie, tearfully. 

"Good counsel! ah, it is easily given. It is this: 
Take counsel of God, Everything- I have to say is 
included in that." 

They were all silent for a long time after this. 
Yet it was not the silence that separates, but thkt 
which unites. Aunt Jane lay back again in her 
chair, looking pale and exhausted, but there was a 
smile on her lips, and her bright eyes seemed to 
penetrate into a far future, into ineffable peace arid 
joy. 

" To think," she said, at last, " that I am really on 
the wing ! Half way there 1" 

They sat on each side, holding one of her hands in 
theirs, and could almost see what she saw. 

" This is my first and last visit in this house of 
yours, my children," she said, when it was time to 
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take leave. " That is to say, it is the last I shall 
make in this old tumble-down of a body. But I 
shall often be here in spirit, watching you and 
blessing you, if I may." 

" Shall we know it?" whispered Maggie. 

" I fancy not. But I see no reason why departed 
friends should not hover over beloved ones still upon 
earth, watching their progress and rejoicing in it." 

"But all their friends will not be making progress," 
said Horace. 

" Perhaps that painful sight will be hidden. How- 
ever, it is all speculation. And now, dear children. 
I must go. Peace be within these walls!" 

She drove home in silence, though Horace was 
with her, for she was extremely fatigued. A faithful, 
dearly loved servant came to meet her as she reached 
her own door. 

" That's right, Sarah. I knew you would be wait- 
ing. Before long it will be my turn to be waiting 
and watching for you. Good night, Horace, my own 
dear boy." 

There was nothing new in these words, but they 
fell painfully on his ear. Yes, he was her boy, her 
dear boy, her own dear boy. She had done more 
towards making and saving him than any other 
human being. How many times in his thoughtless 
youth her prayers had so hedged him round that he 
could not get out! How many times they had 
called to the rescue that blessed Spirit that is ever 
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waiting to be gracious, yet waits to be called. . He 
would have been glad to throw himself into her 
arms and cry like a child, but no one should ever do 
that any more. 

. So he went sorrowfully away to his home, and he 
and Maggie wept and prayed there. And Aunt Jane 
entered hers to leave it no more. She had come to 
the very limit of her strength, and now, exhausted in ~ 
body, but with an undaunted soul, she retired from 
the gaze of the world to fight a battle whose terrible 
scenes have found no record, save in a few faithful 
hearts that witnessed and shared them. It was a 
battle, but ever and anon she stopped to bind up the 
wounds of a fellow-sufferer ; now there was a quaint 
word that made her tearful watchers smile in spite of 
themselves ; now there was a hymn, and now a song, 
and now a shout of victory. 

" Oh, Aunt Jane ! will this never be over } " Maggie 
asked, when months came and went and came, and 
only brought new pain, more weariness. "How can 
I see you suffer so another day } " 

" Don't tell God that: For once let Him have His 
own way. Think of the end, darling." 

"And mayn't I ask Him to let you go?" 

" You may ask Him " — ^with a smile — " but He will 
listen to me, not to you. He won't dismiss me till 
school IS done, nor would I go till then." 

But only a few days later " school was done ; " the 
brig"ht-eyed, faithful scholar went home. 



CHAPTER XX. 

AM ONG those who stood around that dying bed, 
Horace and Maggie were wanting. For there 
was a little life waking just as the pilgrim life was 
ending, and that life belonged to them. Aunt Jane 
and the infant who brought joy to sorrow " met upon 
the threshold, going out and coming in.'^ What 
strange sport of nature was this ? 

** Going out unto the triumph, coming in unto the fight; 
Coming in unto the darkness, going out unto the light." 

Nay, what a wondrous choice it was of the Will that 
rules every destiny and arranges the exact moment 
for all comings and goings I 

"They met upon the threshold." Did they re- 
cognize each other } Did the parting pilgrim hastily 
snatch from her shoulders the mantle she needed no 
more, and enfold in it the child she would have felt to 
be almost her own ? 

Did the little one as he passed her hear the rustle 
of no angelic wings ? Who knows what mysterious 
communion took place upon that threshold, or will 
learn the secrets of the soul that went and the soul 
that came ? 

Sorrow and joy contended together in the two 
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hearts where Aunt Jane's memory was enshrined. 
Their wondrous delight in their child needed to be 
tempered and subdued, and God gave the long- 
delayed gift at a moment when joy tempered grief* 
So he was cradled in the sanctity of days of mourn- 
ing, yet welcomed with smiles that chased away 
tears. 

The boy was a marvel of beauty and of health ; he 
waa just like Horace and just like Maggie, and they 
were absolutely unlike in race, unlike in character. 

" Well," said Annie, after a critical study of the 
young hero, " I thought there never was a baby like 
mine, but this fellow throws her right into the shade. 
I am envious and jealous and glad and proud all at 
once. I wish I were a man, so that he could be 
named for me. Can't you manage it somehow, 
Maggie, you old darling, you } " 

The " old darling " only smiled a rapturous smile. 
She was too happy to talk. The baby seemed to her 
nothing less than a miracle, a wonderful creation, no 
copy of anything on earth, and to be copied by none. 

As to Horace, he contrived to let every one of his 
clients know within a week that he had entered into 
possession of a wonderful piece of property whose 
value could not be rated by millions of gold. How 
proud, how happy he was ! And if sometimes amid 
his joy a secret voice whispered, " Oh that Aunt Jane 
had iiVed to see him\" axvollA^t voice whispered, "She 
hasJ' 
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•* What a splendid little fellow, what a perfect copy 
of you ! " Horace said to Maggie on the day his son 
and heir enchanted him by a smile of recognition. 
"This is the very smile you gave me that day on the 
train. Do you remember ? " 

" Do I remember ? Oh, Horace ! But this is your 
smile, not mine. I was saying so to Annie not an 
hour ago, and she agreed with me." 

" I always hoped he would be like you," Horace 
went on. •* I hope he won't have a particle of my 
old Adam/' 

^* He'll have plenty of his own without borrowing 
yours. Do you know what my father says about 
giving him his name 7 But of course you don't, for 
his letter came after you went down town. I did not 
know father was so romantic. See, this is what he 
says : 

" * Do not inflict the dismal name of Jeremiah upon 
your happy little boy. Give him a name by which 
his wife can call him.'" 

•* His wife 1 " cried Horace, greatly amused. 

** I don't see anything to laugh at," said Maggie, 
" You were a baby once yourself, and yet you got 
married when your time came. Ain't you almost 
sorry ? " 

Everybody who has a heart knows what Horace 
said, as he clasped his wife and his boy to his breast, 
and thanked God for them both. 

*•! have h^tti wishing that we co\i\d^ tc^'«\^ Nxvccw V^x 
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Aunt Jane," said Maggie at last. *' It was she who 
took such pains with me, taught me all I know, 
loved me so much better than I deserved, and at 
last gave me to you. I owe everything to her, every- 
thing." 

" And I owe more than everything. Yes, our boy 
shall have her name, and if his little wife — do you 
suppose he has one on earth } — doesn't like it better 
than Jeremiah, why she shan't be his little wife." 

So the baby was baptised Faulkner, but did not 
care in the least, and instead of screaming through 
the ceremony, laughed and crowed and made himself 
very much at home, winning smiles and winning 
friends by the score. 

" You see how it is, Mag," said Annie, afterwards 
commenting on the scene; "you may be ever so good 
yourself, but your children will act just like other 
people's." 

" Why shouldn't they } " asked Maggie. 

Whereat Annie smiled mysteriously, and flew 
home to her own little Mag, a quaint, wee morsel of 
a maiden, who, tiny as she was, ruled grandma 
with a rod of iron and was spoiled by papa. 

And Maggie's little lordly visitant had everything 
his own way, and carried all before him for a time. 
But, to his great surprise and displeasure, there 
came a day when he found that his young mother 
loved him so dearly that she was determined to 
have his perfect obedience, cost what it might. They 
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had their little conflicts and shed their tears, but 
always came forth from every little battle better 
friends than ever; and Horace, busy all day in his 
office, and witnessing none of these encounters, 
believed that his boy was an exception to all rules, 
and was born all docility, as he was all energy and 
ife and fire. 

Meanwhile Maggie was trying, while faithful to 
her child, to resume her old life and work for every- 
body, share everybody's joys and sorrows, and train 
her Mission girls for usefulness and happiness. It 
was hard work, but she managed it, just as people 
always manage to do what they choose. Only she 
could not go to seek work, but let it come to her, as 
It always will come to loving hearts and busy hands. 

It had long been a favourite wish of Horace to 
make his house a home to young men who were 
living as he had lived, homeless and wifeless, and 
he could now indulge this wish, since he was not 
confined to a mere box. And he had only to open 
his hospitable doors : there were any number of 
friendless waifs who found no fireside so cheery, no 
home so attractive as his. 

On one of these evenings, when Maggie had 
skipped up-stairs to her baby, feeling not much older 
than he did, Frank Ray, one of these waifs, took 
occasion to open his mouth on this wise : — 

" Seeing you and your wife so happy together in 
this pleasant home makes a fellow a little envious 
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and a little restless. I suppose you know all about 
such feelings." 

"Yes, and I went straightway and married a 
wife," was the reply. 

" But what is a man to do whose tastes are 
domestic and simple, in love withal, but who is too 
poor to marry ? And you know this city is full of 
such men." 

" He is to do what I did. Bring down his notions 
to the level of his purse, and get married." 

"But has a poor man a right to ask a young 
lady, living at ease- in her father's house, to come 
down to the level of homely poverty ? " 

"Other things being equal, he is wiser if he 
selects a young lady who has been accustomed to 
the cares and annoyances inseparable from straitened 
means. But if he happens to fall in love with one 
in a different sphere, of course, his position is some- 
what embarrassing. Yet, if his love is returned, if he 
has really met his fate, I do not see why he should 
not ask her to share his poverty. For my part, I 
should want a woman to marry me for love, not for 
the ordinary luxuries a man without a heart could 
give her." 

" But see how * the girl of the period * dresses 1 " 

" I wouldn't marry a girl of the period." 

" A man must be pretty v/ise in his own conceit, 
who, being, poor, fancies he can catch and tame 
one of these glittering creatures* But you must 
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allow that there are all degrees and types of this 
girl. I have in my mind one who is modest, ami- 
able, and refined ; she dresses richly, but not extra- 
vagantly, not showily. I have loved her in secret 
five years. And I have not the smallest reason to 
think she prefers me to half-a-dozen other young 
men who hover round her. Yet, love does not care 
for reason, hyit feels its wayV 

" Yes ; and there comes a time when it must 
speak out, or die." 

" Well, I have got to just that point, and stand 
trembling on the brink of my fate. If I could 
offer her a comfortable home I would not wait 
another day. But to ask her to leave all those 
luxuries for my pleasure I " 

" Ah ! there*s just where you make a grand mis- 
take. What luxury can feed and satisfy an empty 
heart ? For aught you know, hers is starving in the 
midst of plenty. And what luxury born of money 
can compare with that of loving and being beloved ?" 

Frank Ray's face was a study for its rapture. 
But 'he soon subsided. 

" She refused a man who loved her passionately," 
he said. 

Horace shrugged his shoulders. 

"Now, you are misjudging her!" cried Frank. 
** You fancy she ran and told of it, ^nd ^so it got 
round to me. It is no such thing. He told me 
the whole story himself, and her part in it elevated 
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her in my eyes, as it did in his. She asked him if 
she had ever given him encouragement by look, 
word, or tone ; he owned that she had not. She 
said she had long seen, with pain, his attachment 
to her, and had conscientiously and persistently con- [ 
cealed her real liking for him, in order to spare 1 
him the mortification she was now giving him. ! 
She went on to say that it cost real self-denial to 
treat with coldness and indifference a man whom she 
would have delighted to treat as a highly-prized, 
intimate friend. ' Why should it not } ' she asked. 
' Women are as susceptible to friendship as to love.' 
She appeared so doubly charming in this interview, 
showed so much real feeling for him, and such real 
nobility of character, that he made another frantic 
appeal to her heart." 

"Very silly — very wrong ! " Horace put in. 

" Do you think so ? " 

" Yes ! What right had he to pursue and distress 
her in that way "i Surely, such a young lady as you 
describe her to be knew her own mind." 

"She did. But in his excitement and pain he 
thought of himself only, and let drop a word about 
his poverty, that she caught up with an indignation 
that dried her tears, declaring that men little knew 
the hearts of women, if they fancied they needed the 
bribe of wealth." 

"Good!" ejaculated Horace. "I advise you to 
try your chance with her by all means." 
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" But she has never given me the right. Through 
all these years, when she must have seen my attach- 
ment, she has never spoken a word or looked a look 
that gave encouragement. She very rarely will go 
out with me, never wrote me a scrap of a note, 
though I have contrived excuses for writing dozens 
to her, never lent me a book or advised me to read 
one. Now, can there be real heart concealed behind 
all this propriety ? If she cared for me would not 
there be a chance betrayal, a glance of joy in the eye 
when we met ? " 

"Oh, they're incomprehensible creatures, all of 
them. And you intimated that you had some hope." 

" It is the hope of a fool, or a madman," returned 
Frank. " But I ought not to trepass thus on your 
time. Indeed, I do not know how I came to open 
my mind to you at all." 

" This little Paradise of mine has been the means 
of opening not a few hearts to me and my wife," 
Horace replied, with some just pride. " Those who 
have got into the heart of this happy home have 
wanted to know its secret, seeing plainly that money 
had little to do with it ; and as you have confided in 
me, I will be equally frank with you, and tell you this 
secret in a few words — we love God, and we love each 
other ! " 

" It shall not be my fault if there is not a home 
just like it ! " was the reply. 

And it turned out that there was a girl in the 
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period, if not of it, who was capable of recognizing a 
loyal and loving heart when she met it, and of doing 
without some of the little outside advantages its 
possessor could not offer. She left a home where she 
had everything she wanted, except just what she 
gained in leaving it ; she entered a home where she 
had to do without style and elegance, and put up with 
the faithful affection of a good man. The first time 
we meet her let us congratulate her. 

And now we have come to the fifth anniversary of 

the marriages that have beguiled us of not a few 

hours, and we see Horace and Maggie for the last 

time. Horace sits with his boy on his knee, and his 

wife by his side, the picture of a satisfied, happy man. 

'Tom and Annie are on the other side of the fire, with 

.little May, and there is a new light and a new grace 

on Annie's face, for she is not thinking of herself, but 

of the fairy figure in her arms, on which she looks 

with a fondness that her first-born child never called 

forth. For Annie is of the sort to be ever growing ; 

to be ever ripening, ever becoming more meet for this 

world, more akin to the harmonies of the next. But 

let her grow and ripen as she will ; let her become 

wise, and good, and unselfish, and loving, only one 

pair of eyes will ever see in her the tender, womanly. 

Christian grace that shines in the face and breathes 

iii the atmosphere of " our Maggie ! " 

But here Adam Jr. declares, "I thought I had 
verily found a guide to matrimony in these pages, and 
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should soon find myself in the Garden of Eden. But 
here I am out in the cold, with nothing left me but a 
commonplace photograph of two husbands, two wives, 
a boy, a girl, and a baby ! " 

But, Adam Jr., guide-books do not pretend to do 
your travelling for you. They leave you a free agent, 
and offer statistics rather than advice. If you wish to 
enter the Garden of Eden, why don't you do it? 
You cannot afford it ? If that is literally true, you 
will have to wait in patience till you can. This will 
have the effect to make you far more worthy of your 
little Eve than you are now ; you will be growing 
wiser, more moderate, every day, and richer in self- 
control; for an Almighty hand shapes your destiny^ 
and sees that your hour has not yet come. But you 
can afford it, yet cannot find a Saint Margaret, or 3 
Bird • of Paradise, and are not sure you fancy those 
particular types of character? Yes! but she who 
was born into this world to be your special choice and^* 
future joy lives somewhere in it, ahd will come to you, 
or you will go to her, at just the right moment.. 
Meanwhile what do you want of her ? To love you,,, 
to guide your house, to bear your children, to put up^v 
with all your faults and foibles, to merge her indivi- 
duality in yours, and, self-forgetting, be by you for- 
got? Then no Garden of Eden opens before you, 
and you shall live in a land full of thorns and thistles. 

Seek rather one whom you will love, honour, and . 
cherish, in spite of her human weaknesses ; whoni^ 
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you will ever allow to be herself, and to whom you 
shall render an absolutely unselfish devotion. Marry- 
ing on such terms, you will find her, whatever her 
natural character, vying with you to see which shall 
do most loving, honouring, and cherishing ; which 
shall be most ready, not merely to live, but to let live; 
which shall be most purely unselfish and devoted. 
She cannot walk side by side with a man of true 
nobility of character without becoming herself elevated 
and ennobled. 

But she has not come to you, and you would fain 
know where to seek her ? Well, we do not gather 
grapes of thorns, or figs of thistles, and we do find 
rose-buds where we see fuU-blpwn roses. It is a rash 
experiment to make an Eve of a maiden who was 
bom of a frivolous, selfish mother ; and a pretty safe 
one to pluck a bud from] a bush that . you know to 
be a genuine rose-tree. To be sure, this matured, 
matronly woinan, who is your ideal of what is truest 
and best in her sex, has not become such by acci- 
dent, and if you find her daughter crude and far 
below her in moral worth, remind yourself of the 
years of discipline that have rounded out, mellowed, 
and perfected this character. She has had her crying 
babies, and her provoking servants, and all the little 
trials inseparable from domestic life ; she has grown 
unselfish and loving by slow and painful degrees ; if 
you would fain marry her, in spite of her age, and 
because of her virtues, she would not have you, for 
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her heart still belongs to him whose name she bears. 
No, you are crude and immature yourself, and so is 
your Eve ; you must grow good, as you do old, 
together! 

"But," you whisper, "I have found a wife, and 
married. I love her, she loves me, but we do not live 
in Paradise. She has little ways that at times make 
me desperate ; and she declares that I have mine, 
which are as greatly repugnant to her." 

Of course ! She fancied, when you told her she 
was an idol, at whose shrine you should ever wor-' 
ship, that you spoke the truth. But you meant just 
the reverse, while, perhaps, unconscious of the fact. 
You intended to sit on a pedestal and let her worship 
you ; and she is inclined to do it, and would if she 
could. But then there are " your ways 1" Well, what 
are they ? Let us ask Eve herself, since you won't 
confess. 

" In the first place, he smokes ; and he knows I 
hate smoke. How can men want to make them- 
selves so disagreeable I Then he always, if a point 
is under discussion, makes me yield. And he often 
speaks to me in such a fault-finding, displeased way, 
that I cry my eyes out as soon as he leaves the 
house." 

What ! you leave the house with harsh words on 
your lips that will rankle in a heart that, whatever 
its weaknesses, loves you, and would gladly love more 
if you would make yourself worthy of it ? Take the 
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next up-town stage, go home, and tell her you are 
ashamed of yourself, kiss away her tears, and tell 
her that you never will part from her in anger again. 
And you are wilful, and never give way to her? You 
smoke, though it makes her sick ? Ah, no wonder 
you do not live in Paradise ! You will have to get 
down on your knees and pray that the root and 
ground of all your domestic failures may be done 
away with, that love to God may take the place of 
the love of self, and that you may learn the whole- 
some lesson of forbearance and gentleness, which He 
alone can teach. 

But you say that Eve chafes your temper by always 
being behind hand ; that she is not a nice house- 
keeper, that she spoils your children, that she spends 
too much money. 

Now, then. Eve, it is your turn. It is your Chris- 
tian duty to learn punctuality and precision. If it 
annoys Adam Jr. to find dust on his table or his 
books, it is your duty to see that no dust settles there* 
If you have his food prepared and served in a 
slovenly way, it is high time to turn over a new leaf. 
If you are spoiling his children by foolish indulgence, 
cease from that perilous course at once. And re- 
member that reckless expenditure is little less than 
wilful theft. 

You cannot thus revolutionize your character and 
habits? True. But He who made you a wife and 
mother well understands all your difficulties, and is 
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ready to remodel you the instant you are ready to 
permit Him to do it. But you reply that neither 
your husband nor yourself sustain any vital relation 
to Him; dare not take Him into your counsels; are 
not in the habit of looking to Him for sympathy or 
for help. Ah, now we come to the root of the 
matter ! Your lives are hid, not with Christ in God, 
but in self, and it is hardly possible to conceive of 
any but a Christian marriage as being a very happy 
one. You may and do have your hours of delight in 
each other, but you have yet to learn the calm peace 
of those whose human frailties are daily giving way 
before the indwelling of a new life, that crowds out, 
roots out, slays the old selfish life. 

There is many a little heaven here below ; there 
is many a patient husband, many a true wife, ripen- 
ing in these outskirts of Paradise for the Eden that 
IS yet to come. Where is the man, where is the 
woman, who cannot help to form and happily dwell 
in such a home? 



THE END. 
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Metals. With 300 Illustrations. Post 8vo, gilt. 

Motley's Rise of the Dutch Republic Crown 

8vo, «loth, gilt. 

An Illustrated Natural History. By the Rev. J. G. 

Wood, M.A. With 500 Illustrations by William Harvey, and 
8 full-page Plates by Wolf and Harrison Weir. Post 8vo, 
doth, gilt edges. 

Lord Lytton's Dramatic Works. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

gilt edges. 



London and New York. 



'~ s. d. 

Grimm's Household Stories. With 240 Illustra-5 o 

tions by Wehnsrt. Crown 8vo, gilt 

Hans Andersen's Stories and Tales. 80 Illustra- 
tions, and Coloured Plates. 

Walter Crane's Picture Book. With 64 pages of 

Coloured Plates. Cloth, gilt edges. 

Country Life. Illustrated by Poetry, and 40 Pictures 
by BiRKKT Foster. 

Sage Stuffing for Green Goslings ; or, Saws for 

the Goose and aaws for the Gander. by the Hon. Hugh 
RowLKY. With Illustrations by the Author. 

What the Moon Saw, and other Tales. Bv Hans C. 

Andersen. With 80 Illustrations, and Coloured Plates. 

Chimes and Rhymes for Youthful Times. With 

Coloured Plates. (Uniform with " Schnick-Schnack.") 

Buds and Flowers. A New Coloured Book for 

Children. (Uniform with " Schnick-Schnack.") Small 4to, cloth. 

Schnlck-Schnack. Trifles for the Little Ones. With 
Coloured Plates. Small 4to, cloth. 

Watts' Divine and Moral Songs. With 108 Wood- 

cuts, engraved by Cooper. 

Original Poems for Infant Minds. By Jane and 

A. Taylor. With Original Illustrations by the Best Artists, en> 
graved by J. D. Cooper. 

Little Lays for Little Folk. Selected by T. G. 

Watts, with Original Illustrations by the best living Artists, 
engraved by J. D. Coopbk. 4to, cloth, gilt edges. 

8ing-8ong. A Nursery Rhyme-Book. By Christina 
G. RossBTTi. With zao Illustrations by Arthur Hughbs, 
engraved by the Brothers Dalzibi.. 

The Picture Book of Rfptiles, Fishes, and In- 
sects. By the Rev. J. G. Wood, M.A. With 350 Illustrations. 
4to, cloth. 



Birds. By the Rev. J. G. 



Wood, M.A. With 24a Illustrations. 4to, cloth. 



Mammalia. By the Rev. J. 



G. Wood, M.A. With as© Illustrations. 4to, cloth. 



6 George Routledge & Sons' Juvenile Books. 



Edited by the Rev. R. A. Willmott. 

Illustrated by Foster. Gilbert, Corbould, Franklin, and 
Harvey, elegantly printed on good paper, fcap. 8vo, 
J gilt edges, bevelled boards. 

501. Spenser's Faerie Queen. Illustrated by Cor- 

BOULD. 

2. Chaucer's Canterbury Tales. Illustrated by 

Corbould. 

3. Kirke White. By Southey. Illustrated by 

BiRKET Foster. 

4. Southey's Joan of Arc, and Minor Poems. 

6. Pope's Poetical Works. Edited by Gary. 

7. Milton's Poetical Works. Illustrated by Har- 

vey. 

8. Thomson, Beattie, and West. Illustrated by 

Birket Foster. 

10. Herbert. With Life and Notes by the Rev. R. A. 
Willmott. 

12. Cowper. Illustrated by Birket Foster. Edited 

by WILLMOTT. 

13. Longfellow's Complete Poetical Works. With 

Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo. 

14. Longfellow's Prose Works. Fcap. 8vo. 

16. Burns' Poetical Works. Illustrated by John 

Gilbert. 

17. Fairfax's Tasso's Jerusalem Delivered. Il- 

lustrated by Corbould. 

18. Percy's Reliques of Ancient English Poetry. 

19. Scott's Poetical Works. Illustrated by Cor- 
bould. 

21. Wordsw(*rth. Illustrated by Birket Foster. 

22. Crabbe. Illustrated by Birket Foster. 

25. Moore's Poems. Illustrated by Corbould, &c. 

26. Byron's Poems. Illustrated by Gilbert, Wolf, 

Foster, &c. 

29. Bennett's Poetical Works. Portrait and Illus- 
trations. 



London and New York. 



s. d. 

31. Oampbell's Poetical Works. Illustrated by W. 5 o 

Harvey. 

32. Lover's Poetical Works. With a Portrait 

33. Rogers' Poetical Works. With a Portrait. 

36. Dryden's Poetical Works. With a Portrait, &c. 

37. Mrs. Hemans' Poems. 



In fcap. 8vo and post Zvo, Illustrated by Gilbbst, Harvxy, 
FosTKR, and Zwbckkr, gilt. 



Marry at s Children of the \ The Winboraugh Boys, By5 o 



Ntw Forat. 
Marryafs Little Savage* 
Lilian* s Golden Hours, By 

Silverpen. 
Boys Treasury of Sports 

and PtutimtM. 
The Queens of Society. 
The Wits and Beaux of 

Sociity. 
Entertaining Knowledge, 
Pleasant Tales. 
Extraordinary Men and 

Wotmn. 
Dora and her Papa, By 

the Author of " Lilian's Golden 

Hours." 
Great Battles oj the British 

A rmy. 
The Prince of the House of 

David. 
The Pillar of Fire, 
The Throne of David. 
ThcStorvoftheReformation, 

By D'Aubigne. 
Popular Astronomy and 

Orbi 0/ Heaven. 

Once upon a Time, By 

Charles Knight. 
Whites History of England. 
The Spectator, Gilt edges. 



the Rev, H. C. Adams. 
The Prairie Bird, By the 

Hon. C. Murray. 
The Great Sieges of History, 

With Coloured Plates. 
Cooper's Leatherstocking 

Talei. 
Great Battles of the British 

Navy. With Coloured Plates. 
Memoirs of Great Com- 

manden. With Coloured 

Plates. 
The Playfellow. By Har- 

riet M artineau. With Coloured 

Plates. 
The Family ArabianNights, 

With Coloured Plates. 
The Adventures of Robin 

Hood. With Coloured Plates. 
Holiday Stories, By Lady 

Barker. 
Half Hours with the Best 

LetUr Writers. By Charles 

Knight. 
Characteristics of Women, 

By Mrs. Jameson. 
Roval Princesses of Eng' 

land. 

What Men have Said about 
Women. 



8 George Routledge & Sons' Juvenile Books. 

A New Sbribs op Juvbnilb Works. 

All well Illustrated, and bound in an entirely New Bindinj^, 
expressly designed for them. 

J, ^. List of the Series. 



4 6 The OrvUU College Boys, 

By Mrs. Henry Wood. 
Wonde^ul Inventions, By 

John Timbs. 
jEsofis Fables, With Plates 

by H. Weir. 
The Illustrated GirVs Own 

Treasury. 
The Boys Own Country 

Book. By Miller. 
The Forest Ranger, By 

Major Campbell. 
Pleasures of Old Age, 



Tales upon Texts. By the 

Rev. H. C. Adams. 
Pictures from Nature, By 

Mary Howitt. 
Stephen Scudamore the 

Younger. By A. , Locker. 
Hunting Grounds of the 

Old IVorld. 
Watch the End, By 

Thomas Miller. 
Last Hours of Great Men, 
Robinson Crusoe, With 

300 Plates. 



In fcap. 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, price 4b. each. 

4 o Every Qirl's Book. ' By Miss Lawford. With many 

Illustrations. 

Every Little Boy's Book. By Edmund Routledge. 

With nvmy Illustrations. 






In cloth gilt, price Si. 6d., beautifully printed on toned paper. 

3 6 Otto Speckter's Fables. With 100 Coloured Plates. 

A New Edition. 4to, cloth, gilt edges. 

Routledge's Sunday Album for Children. With 

80 Plates by J. D. Watson, Sir John Gilbert, and others. 

The Boys' and GiHs' Illustrated Gift-Book. With 

many Illustrations by McConnbll, Weir, and others. 

The Child's Picture Fable Book. With 60 Plates 

by Harrison Weir. 

The Coloured Album for Children. With 72 pages 

of Coloured Plates. 

The Picture Book of the Sagacity of Animals. 

With 60 Plates by Harrison Weir. 

The Boys' Own Story Book. Many Illustrations. 



London and New York. 



Album for Children. With i8o page Plates by 3 6 

MiLLAis, Sir John Gilbert, and others. Imp. x6mo, cloth. 

Popular Nursery Tales. With iSo Illustrations by 

J. D.' Watson and others. Imp. x6mo, cloth. 

Child's Picture Story Book. With 180 Plates. 

Imp. z6mo, cloth. 

A Picture Story Book. Containing "King Nut- 
cracker," and other Tales. 300 Illustrations. Imp. i6mo, cloth. 

Mixing in Society. A Complete Manual of Manners. 
The Children's Bible Book. With 100 Illustrations, 

engraved by Dalzibl. 

A Handy History of England for the Young. 

With Z30 Illustrations, engraved by Dalzibl. 

Child Life. With Plates by Oscar Pletsch. Gilt 

edges. 

Petsetilla's Posy. By Tom Hood. Plates by F. 

Barnard. Gilt edges. 

One by One. A Child's Book of Tales and Fables. 

With 50 Illustrations by Oscar Plbtsch, and others. 

Rhyme and Reason. A Picture Book of Verses for 
Little Folks. With Illustrations by Wolp, and others. 

The Golden Harp. H3nnns, Rhymes, and Songs 
for the Young. With 50 Illustrations. 

Griset's Grotesques. With Rhymes by Tom Hood. 

Fancy boards. 

The Children's Poetry Book. With i6 Coloured 

Plates. Square, cloth. 

Cut of the Heart : Spoken to the Little Ones. By 

Hans Andbrsbn. With 16 Coloured Plates. Cloth. 

The Nur^ry Picture Book. With 630 Illustrations. 

Folio, boards. ^ 

mm ' ^ 

With Plates, fcap. 8vo, cloth gilt. 



7^ Boy Voyagers » 

The Castaways, 

The Young Nile Voyagers, 

The Boy Pilgrims. 

The Boy Foresters, 

Tom and the Crocodiles, 

Esperanto, 



The Young Exiles, 3 ^ 

The Bear Hunters, 

The Kangaroo Hunters, 

Young Yachtsman, 

Among the Tartar Tents, 

Clarissa, 

How to make the Best of It, 



10 George Routledge & Sons' Juvenile Books. 
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With 8 Illustrations, fcap. 8vo, bevelled boards, gilt sides. 



d. 



3 6 Ancient Cities of the World. 
Great Cities of the Middle 

Ages, 
Robinson Crusoe, Coloured 

Plates. 
Sandford and Merton, 

Coloured Plates. 
Evenings atHome, Coloured 

Plates. 
Swiss Family Robinson, 

Coloured Plates. 
EdgewortKs Popular Tales. 

Coloured Plates. 
■ Moral l<iles. 

Coloured Plates. 
Parents^ As- 



sistant. Coloured Plates. 

Early Lessons, 



Coloured Plates. 
The Old Helmet, By the 
Author of "The Wide, Wide Mabel Vaughan, 
World." * 



The Wide, Wide World. 

The Travels of Rolando, 

ist Series. 
Celebrated Children, 
Edgar Clifton. 
The Lamplighter, 
Melbourne House, 
Seven Wonders of the World, 
Queechy, 

Ellen Montgomery's Book- 

shelf. 
The Two Schoolgirls. 

The PUgrinCs Progress, 
With Coloured Plates. 

The GirVs Birthday Book, 
With many Illustrations. 

The Word; or, Walks from 
Eden. 

Glen Luna Family. 



ROUTLEDGE'S 



Foolscap Svo, with Engravings, gilt. 



3 6 Hans Andersen^ s Tales. 

Heroines of History. 

Sketches and Anecdotes of 
Animal Life. By Rev. J. G. 
Wood. 

Grimm^s Home Stories, 

Animal Traits and Charac- 
teristics, By Rev. J. G. Wood. 

Wood^s My Feathered 
Friends. 

Whites Selborne, 200 cuts. 



The Four Sisters. 
The Golden Rule, 
Boyhood of Great Men. 
Footprints of Famous Men, 

By J. G. Edgar. 
Rev. y, G, Wood's Bo^s 

Own Natural History Book. 
Lillieslea, By Mary Howitt. 
Heroines of Domestic Life," 
Tales of Chc^lton School, 

By the Rev. TL C. Adams. 



London and New York. 
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Three-and-Sixpenny Juveniles— continued. ^^ ^ 

The Child's Story Book. By 3 6 
T. Miller. Coloured Plates. 



Schoolboy Honour, By Rev. 

H. C. Adams. 
Red Eric. By R. M. Bal- 

lantyne. 

ouis' School Days, 
mid Man of the West By 

Ballantyne. 
Dashwood Priory, By E. 

J. May. 
breaks on the Fells, By R. 

M. Ballantyne. 
Lamb's Tales from Shah- 

speare, 
Balderscourt ; or, Holiday 

Tales. By Rev. H. C. Adams. 
Rob Roy, By James Grant. 
The Girl of the Family. By 

the Author of "A Trap to 

Catch a Sunbeam." 
PaulGerrard^the CabinBoy, 

By Kingston. 
Johnny Jordan, By Mrs. 

Eiloart. 
Ernie Elton, at Home and 

at School. 

The Village Idol, By the 

Author of" A Trap to Catch 

a Sunbeam.*' 
Children of Blessing, By 

Author of '^The Four Sisters.^' 
Lost among the Wild Men. 
Percy's Tales of the Kings 

of England, 
Boys of Beechwood, By 

Mrs. Eiloart. 
Papa's Wise Dogs; 

Digby Heathcote, By King- 
ston. 

Hawthorn/ s Wonder Book, 

The Doctor's Ward, By the 
Author of "The Four Sisters." 

Will Adams, By Dalton. 

Little Ladders to Learning, 
zst fteriet. 

Ditto, 2nd series. 

The Child's Country Book, 
By T.Miller. Coloured Plates. 



Uncle Tom's Cabin, 

Tom Dunston/s Troubles, 

By Mrs. Eiloart. 
The Young Mar ooners. 
Influence, By the Author 
of " A Trap to Catch a Sun- 
beam." 

Jack of the Mill. By W. 

Howitt. 
Patience Strong, By the 

Author of " TheGayworthys. " 
Dick Rodney, By T.Grant. 
Jack Manly, Bv J.Grant. 
Don Quixote, (Family Edi- 
tion.) 
Our Domestic Pets, By 

Rev. J. G. Wood. 
History for Boys, By J. G. 

Edgar. 
Through Life and for Life. 
Saxelm'd, By E. J. May. 
Old Tales for the Young, 
Harry Hop/s Holiday, 
Boy Life among the Indians, 
Old Saws new Set, By the 

Author of "A Trap to Catch 

a Sunbeam." 

Hollowdell Grange, 

Mayhew's Wonders of 

Science, 
— ^— Peasant - Boy 

Philosopher, 
Barford Bridge, By the 

Rev. H. C. Adams. 
The White Brunswickers, 

By Rev. H. C. Adams. 
A boy's Adventures in the 

Wilds of Australia, By W. 

Howitt. 
Tales of Walter's School 

Days. By Rev. H. C. Adams. 
The Path She Chose. By 

F. M. S. 
Little Women. By L. 

Alcott. 



12 George Routledge & Sons' Juvenile Books. 



(38. 6d. Editions.) 

Elegantly printed on tinted paper, fcap. 8vo, gilt edges, 
with Illustrations. 



s. d. 

3 ^LongfdUw,* Complete 
Cowper.^ 
MUton* 
Wordsworth i^ 
SoiUhey, 
Goldsmith, 
Kirke White. 
Bums,^ 
Moore.* 
Byron,* 
Pope, 

James Montgomery, 
Seott.* 
Herbert, 
Campbdt,* 
Bloomfidd,* 
Shakspeare,* 
Chaucer,* 
Willis. 



Golden Gleanings. 
Choice Poems. 
Shakspeare Gems. 
Wit and Humour. 
Wise Sayings, 
Longfello7i/s Dante — Para* 

diso. 

" Purgatorio. 

Inferno. 

Lover's Poems,* 

Book of Familiar Quota* 

turns. 
Bret Harte, 
Leigh Hunt,* 
Dryden,* 
Ainsworth.* 
Spenser.* 
Rogers,* 
Mrs, Hemans,* 



Volumes marked * are kept in Morocco and Ivory Bindings, 

price js. 6d. 



In fcap. 8to^ cloth gilt, with Illustrations. 



3 6 Bruin. 

The Boy Tar. 
The Desert Home. 
Odd People, 
Ran away to Sea, 
The Forest Fxiles. 
The Young Yagers 



The Young Voyagers* 
The Plant Hunters. 
The Quadroon, 
The War Trail. 
The Bush Boys, 
Thi Boy Hunters. 



London and New York. 
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In post 8vo, toned paper, green cloth, 8s. 6d. each. 



TAe Arabian Nights, 

Don Quixote, 

Gil Bias, 

Curiosities 0/ Literature, By 

Isaac D'lsraeli. 
1,001 Gents ofBritishPoetry, 

TheBlackfriars Shakspeare, 
Cruden*s Concordance, 
BoswelVs Life of Johnson, 

The Works of Oliver Gold- 
smith. 

Routledge^s Pronouncing 
Dictionary, 

The Family Doctor, 



t,d 



Ten Thousand Wonderful Z 6 

Thinp. 
Sterne s Works, 
Extraordinary Poplar 

DilUMOfU. 

BartletVs Familiar Quota* 

tions. 
The Spectator, 
Routledg^s ModemSpeaker* 
1,001 Gems of Prose, 

Pote^s Honut^s Iliad and 

Odyssey, 
Book of Modern Anecdotes. 
Josephus, 



Under the above title Messrs. G. Routlbdgb & Sons are about 
to issue a New Series of Juvenile Books, all well Illustrated and 
well bound in a New and Elegant Binding. 



List of the Series. 



Bovs at Home, By C. 

Adams. 
CecU Raye, 

Dogs and their Ways, 
Our Holiday Camp, By 

St John Corbet. 
Helen Mordaunt, By the 

Author of "Naomi." 
Romance of Adventure, 
The Island Home, 



Play Hours and HalfHoH- 3 6 

tMys, 

Walks and Talks of Two 

Schoolboys. 
Hildred the Daughter, 
Hardy and Hunter, 
Fred and the Gofillas, 
Guizofs Moral Tales, 
F^ank Wildman. 



'^tuAkh^'i ^itt-laiiaw^ ^«vi<$» 

By Mary Godolphin. 
In x6mo, cloth gilt, with Coloured Plates, price 8s. 6d. each. 

Bunyan^s Pilgrim's Pro* I Swiss Family Robinson, 

£r**s. Robinson Crusoe, 

FPenings at Home, \ Child's First Lesson Book, 



26 



Best Artists, gilt, 2i. 6d. each. 



Fcap. 8vo, Illustrated by the 

s. d. 

2 tArhelU 

Eda Morton and her 

Cousins. By M. M. Bell. 
Gilbert the Adventurer, 
The Lucky Penny f and other 

Tales. By Mrs. S. C. HaU. 
Minna Raymond, Illus- 
trated by B. Foster. 
Helena Bertram, By the 

Author of "The Four Sisters." 
Heroes of the Workshops dr^c. 

By E. L. BrigHtwell. 
Sunshine and Cloud, By 

Miss Bowman. 
The Maze of Life, By the 

Author of • The Four Sisters. " 
The Twins; or, Sisterly 

Love. 
The Wide, Wide World, 

The Lamplighter, By 

Cummins. 
The Rector's Daughter, By 

Miss Bowman. 
The Old Helmet. By Miss 

Wetherell. 
Deeds, Not Words, 
The Secret of a Life, 
Queechy, ByMissWetherelL 
Sir Roland Ashton, By 

Lady C. Long. 
Sir Waf red's Seven Flights, 

By Madame de Chatelame. 
Ellen Montgomery's Book" 

Shelf. With Coloured Illus- 
trations. 

The Two School Girls, With 

Coloured Illustrations. 



The First Lieutenants 
Story. 

Melbourne House, By Miss 

WethereU. 
The Word; or, Walks from 

Eden. 
Rough Diamonds, By J. 

Hollingshead. 
The MedTvins of Wykeham, 

By the Author of " Marian.** 
7he Young Artists, 
The Boy Cavalier. By the 

Rev. H. C. Adams. 
Gilder oy, the Hero of Scot- 

land. 
Lamb's Tales, 
Stories of Old Danid, 
Extraordinary Men, 
Extraordinary Women* 
Life of Napoleon, 
Popular Astronomy, 
Orbs of Heaven, 

PUgrinCs Progress, By 

Offor. 
Friend or Foe: A Tale of 

Sedgmoor. By the Rev. H. 

C. Adams. 
Tales of Naval Adventure, 
Matilda Lonsdale, 
The Life of Wellington. 
The Glen Luna Family. 
Uncle Tom^s Cabin, 
.Mabel Vaughan, 
Christian Melville, 
The Letter of Marque. 
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London and New York. 
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Illustrated by Absolon, Gilbert, Harrison Wbir, &c., 
square royal, gilt, 8i. each. 



Amusing Tales for Young 

P*opl*. By Mrs. Myrtle. 
The Donkeys Shadow^ and 

other Stones. 
The Broken Pitcher^ and 

other Stories. 
The Little Lychetts, By 

the Author of ^' Olive," &c. 
The Great Wonders of the 

World. 

My First Picture Book, 36 
Pages of Coloured Plates. 
x6mo, cloth. 



#. d. 

A Visit to the Zoological 2 o 

Gardens. 
The Richmonds^ Tour in 

Europe. 
Aunt Bessie^ s Picture Book. 

With 96 Pages of Plates. 
Little Lily's Picture Book, 

With 96 Pages of Plates. 
The Story of a Nutcracker, 

With 334 Pictures. 
Old Mother Hubbard* s Pic* 

tun Book. 36 Pages of 

Coloured Plates. 



With Illustrations, strongly bound in cloth. 



Ten Moral Tales, By 

Guizot. 
juvenile Tales for all Seasons 
Conquest and Self Conquest, 
Evenings at Donaldson 

Manor, 
Praise and Principle. 
Grace &* Isabd( M*Intosh). 
Charms and Counter' 

Charms. 
Gertrude and Eulalie, 
Robert and Harold, 
Robinson the Younger, 
Amy Carlton, 
Robinson Crusoe. 
Laura Temple, 
Harry and his Homes, 
Our Native Land, 
Bundle of Sticks, 
Family Pictures from the 

Bible, 



Hester and I; or, Beware 2 

of Worldliness. By Mrs. 

Manners. 
The Cherry Stones, By 

Rev. H. C. Adams. 
The First of June, By Rev. 

H. C. Adams. 
Rosa : A Story for Girls. 
May Dundas ; or. The 

Force of Example. By Mrs. 

Geldart 

GlimpsesofOurlslandHome, 

By Mrs. Geldart. 
The Indian Boy, By Rev. 

H. C. Adams. 
Ernie Elton at Home, 

The Standard Poetry Book 
for Schools, 

Try and Thist, By Author 

of" Arthur Morland." 
Siaiss Family Robinson, 
Evenings at Home, 



'fff.^J 



